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THE MEMOIRS 


or 

MR. C J. YELLOWPLUSH, 

sOMLl IML 1 GOT MAN IN MANY OI MLLL 1 AMII II S 


J/ISS SIIUM'S HUSBAND. 


CHAPTER I. 



which 1 vr3L% as it were, a 


WAS bom m the year one, of 
the present or Christian hcra, 
and am, m consquints, seven* 
and-thirty years old Mv 
mamma called me Charles 
James Harrington Fitzroy Ycl- 
loa plush, m compliment to 
seveial noble families, and to 
a bcll>bratcd coachmm whom 
she knew, who wore a yellow 
* livry, and drove the Lord 
Mayor of London. 

Why she gev me this 
genlmn^s name is a diffildt>, 
or rayther the name of a part 
his dress , however, it’s 
stuck to me through life, m 
by buth 


Piaps hb uas my &ther*—though on this subjict I can’t speak 
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suttinly, for my ma wrapped up my buth in a mistry. I may be 
lUygitmit, 1 may have been changed at nuss ; but IVe alwa>s had 
genlmnly tastes through lifc^ and have no doubt that I cuinc of a 
genlmnly ongum. 

The less I say about my parint the better, for the clear old cicatur 
was very good to me, and, 1 fear, had very little other goodness in her. 
Why, 1 can’t say; but 1 always passed as her ncv>ou. We led a 
strange life ; sometimes ma was dressed in satin and roogc, and some- 
times in rags and dutt ; sometimes 1 got kisses and sometimes ki\ ; 
sometimes gin, and sometimes shampang; law bless us! how she 
used to swear at me, and cuddle me ; iheic we were, quarrelling and 
making up, sober and tipsy, starving aiul guttling by turns, just as ma 
got money or spent it. But lei me draw a vail over the seen, and speak 
of her no more -its ’sfishant for the public to know, that her name was 
Miss Montmorency, and we lived in the New Cut. 

My poor mother died one morning, llev’n bless her! and 1 was 
left alone in this wide wicked wulcl, without so mw'h money as would 
buy me a penny roal for my brexfasU But there was some amongst 
our naybours (and let me tell you there’s more kindness among them 
poor disrcpcttabic rcalurs than in half a dozen lords or barrynets) 
who took pity upon poor Sal’s orhn ^for they bust out lafifin when I 
called her Miss Montmorency), and gev me bred and shelter. I’m 
afraid, in spite of their kindness, that my fjiorriis wouldn’t have 
improved if I’d stayed long among ’em. But a benny-violent gcnlmn 
saw me, and put me to school. The academy which I v/ent to was 
called the Free School of Saint Bartholomew’s the Less— the young 
genlmn wore green baize coats, yellow leather whatsisnames, a tin 
plate on the left arm, and a cap about the size of a muffing. I stayed 
there sicks years ; from sicks, that is to say, till my twelth year, during 
three years of witch I distinguished myself not a little in the musicle 
way, for 1 bloo the bellus of the church horgin, and very line tunes we 
played too. 

Well, it’s not worth recounting my jewvenile follies (what trix we 
used to play the applewomanl and how we put snuff in the old 
Clark’s Prayer-book— my eye I) ; but one day, a genlmn enteied the 
school-room— it was on the very day when I went to subttaxion— 
and asked the master for a young lad for a servant. They pitched 
upon me glad enough; and nex day found me sleeping in the 
sculry, close under the sink, at Mr. Bago’s country-house at Penton- 
wille. 

Bngo kep a shop in Smithlield market, and drov a taring good 
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trade in the hoil and Italian way. I’ve heard him say, that he 
cleared no less than hfty pounds every year by letting his front 
room at hanging time. His winders looked right opsit Newgit, and 
many and many dozen chaps has he seen hanging there. Laws was 
laws in the year ten, and they screwed chaps’ nex for nex to nothink. 
But my bisniss was at his country-house, where 1 made my first ontray 
into fashnabl life. I was knife, errint, and stable-boy then, and an’t 
ashamed to own it ; for my merrits have raised me to what 1 am — two 
livries, forty pound a year, malt-lickcr, washin, silk-stocking, and wax 
candles— not counting wails, which is somethink pretty considerable at 
our house, I can tell you. 

I didn't stay long Jiorc, for a suckmstance happened which got 
me a very ditrerent situation. A handsome young genlmn, who kep 
a tilbry and a ritlin boss at livr>', wanted a tiger. I bid at once for 
the place; and, being a neat tidy-looking lad, lu. took me. Bago 
gave luc a character, and he my first livry ; proud enough I was of it, 
as you may fancy. 

My new' master had some business in the city, for he went in every 
morning at ten, got out of his tilbry at the Citly Road, and had it 
waiting for him at six ; when, if it w'as summer, he spanked round into 
the Park, and drove one of the neatest turnouts there. Wery proud 
I was in a gold-laced hat, a drab coat and a red weskit, to sit by his 
side, when he drove. I already began to ogle the gals in the car- 
ridges, and to feel that longing for ^shionabl life which I’ve had ever 
since. When he was at the oppera, or the play, down I went to 
skittles, or to White Condick Gardens; and Mr. Frederic Altamont’s 
young man was somebody, I warrant : to be sure there is very few 
man-servants at Pentonwille, the poppylation being mostly gals of all 
work ; and so, though only fourteen, I was as much a man down there, 
as if I had been as old as Jerusalem. 

But the most singular thing was, that my master, who was such a 
gay chap, should live in such a hole. He had only a ground-floor in 
John Street— a parlor and a bed-room. 1 step over the way, and 
only came in wi^ his boots and brexfast of a morning. 

The house he Iddged in belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Shum. They 
were a poo)' but proliflic couple, who had rented the place for many 
years; and they and their MmWy were squeezed in it pretty tight, 1 
can teH ydu. 

Shum Skid he had been a hoflicer, and so he had. He had been 
a sub>;de|:{|uty> assistant vice-commissary, or some such think; and, 
as 1 h^d afterwards, had been obliged to leave on account of his 
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7 tcf voitsficss. He was such a coward, the fact is, that he was con- 
sidered dangerous to the barmy, and sent home. 

He had married a widow Buckmaster, who had been a Miss 
Slamcoe. She was a Bristol gal ; and her father being a bankiup in 
the tallow-chandlcring way, left, in course, a pretty little sum of 
money. A thousand pound was settled on her ; and she was ns high 
and mighty as if it had been a millium. 

Buckmaster died, leaving nothink; nothink except four ugly 
daughters by Miss Slamcoe : and her forty pound a 3'ear was rayther 
a narrow income for one of her appytite and pretensions. In <in 
unlucky hour for Shum she met him. He was a widower with a 
little daughter of three years old, a little house at Pcntonwillc, and 
a little income about as big as her own. I believe she bullyd the 
poor creature into marridge ; and it was agreed that he should let 
his ground-floor at John Street, and so add somethink to their 
means. 

They mariied; and the widow Buckmaster was the grey mare, 
I can tell you. She was always talking and blustering about her 
famly, the celebrity of the Buckmasteis, and the antickety of the 
Skimcoes. They had a six-roomed house (not counting kitching 
and sculry), and now twelve daughters in all ; whizz. — 4 Miss Buck- 
masters : Miss Betsy, Miss Dos)', Miss Biddy, and Miss Winny ; 
1 Miss Shum, Mary by name, Shum’s daughter, and seven others, 
who shall be nameless. Mrs. Shum was a fat, red-Jiaired woman, at 
least a foot taller than S. ; who was but a yard and a half high, pale- 
faced, red-nosed, knock-kneed^ bald-headed, his nose and shut-frill all 
brown with snuff. 

Before the house was a little garden, where the washin of the 
famly was all ways hanging. There was so many oT *cni that it was 
obliged to be done by relays. There was six rails and a stocking on 
each, and four, small goosbry bushes, always covered with some bit 
of linning or other. The hall was a legular puddle : wet dabs of 
dishclouts flapped in your face ; soapy smoking bits of flanning went 
nigh to choke you; and while you were looking up to prevent 
hanging yourself with the ropes which were strung across and about, 
slap came the hedge of a pail against your shins, till one was like 
to be drove mad with hagony. The great slattnly doddling girls 
was always on the stairs, poking about" with nasty flowcSr-pols, a- 
cooking something, or sprawling in the window-seats with greasy 
curl-papers, reading greasy novls. An infernal piann» was jingling 
f*-om morning till night— two eldest Miss Buckmasters, "Battle of 
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Prag” — six youngest Miss Shums, niy Cottage,” till I knew 
every note in the " Battle of Prag,” and cussed the day when “In 
my Cottage” was rote. The younger girls, too, were always bouncing 
and thumping about the house, with tom pinny fores, and dogs-eard 
grammars, and large pieces of bread and treacle. I never see such a 
house. 

As for Mrs. Shum, she was such a fine lady, that she did nothink 
but lay on the drawing-room sophy, read novels, drink, scold, scream, 
and go into hystarrix. Little Shum kep reading an old newspaper 
from weeks' end to weeks' end, when he was not engaged in teaching 
the children, or goin for the beer, or cleanin the, shoes: for they 
kep no servant. This house in John Street was in short a regular 
Pandymony. 

What could have brought Mr. Frederic Altamont to dwell in such a 
place ? The rea^n is hobvius : he adoared the fust Miss Shum. 

And suttnly he did not show a bad taste ; for though the other 
daughters were as ugly as their hideous ma, Mary Shum was a pretty 
iiltle pink, modest creatur,with glossy black hair and lender blue eyes, 
and a neck as white as plaster of Parish. She wore a dismal old black 
gownd, which had grown too short for hir, and too tight ; but it only 
served to show her pretty angles and feet, and bewclms figger. Master, 
though he had looked rather low for the gal of his art, had certainly 
!,j[poked in the right place. Never was one more pretty or more 
hamiable. I gav Jicr always thie buttered toast left from our brexfast, 
and a cup of tea or chocklate, as Altamont might fancy ; and the poor 
thing was glad enough of it, I can vouch ; for they had precious short 
commons upstairs, and she the least of all. 

For it seemed as if which of the Shum famly should try to snub 
the poor thing most. There was the four. Buckmaster girls always at 
her. It was, Mary, git the coal-skittlc ; Mary, run down to the 
public-house for the beer ; Mary, I intend to wear your clean stockens 
out walking, or your new bonnet to church. Only her poor father was 
kind to her ; and he, poor old muflf ! his kindness was of no use. 
Mary bore all the scolding like a hangel, as she was : no, not if she 
had a pair ef wings and a goold trumpet, could she have been a 
greater hangel. 

I never shall forgit one seen that took place. It was when Master 
was In city ; apd so, ha^ng nothink earthly to do, 1 happened to 
be listening on the stairs. The old scolding was a-going on, and the 
eld tune of that hojus “Battle of Prag.” Old Shum made some 
remark' ; and Misjl Buckmaster cried out, “ Law, pa ! what a foopyou 
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are ! ” AU the gals began laffin, and so did Mrs. Shum ; all, that is, 
excep Mary, who turned as red as flams, and going up to Miss Betsy 
Buckmistcr, give her two such wax on her great red enrs as made 
them tingle again. 

Old Mrs. Shum screamed, and lan at her like a Bengal ti^er. Her 
great arms vent veeling about like a vinmill, as she cuffed and thumped 
poor Mary for taking her pa's part. Mary Shum, who was al\\a>s 
a-crying before, didn’t shed a tear now. “ I will do it again,” she said, 

“ if Betsy insults my father.” New thumps, new shreex ; and the old 
horridan went on beatin the poor girl till she was quite cxjsted, and 
fell down on the sophy, puffin like a poppus. 

“ For shame, Mary,” began old Shum ; “for shame, you naughty 
gal, you ! for hurting the feelings of your dear mamma, and beating 
your kind sister.” 

“Why, it was because she called you a ” 

“ If she did, you pert miss,” said Shum, looking mighty dignitified, 
“ I could correct her, and not you.” 

“ You correct me, indeed 1 ” said Miss Betsy, turning up her nose, 
if possible, higher than before ; “ I should like to see >oii erect me ! 
Impcrence ! ” and they all began laffin again. 

By this time Mrs. S. had recovered from the effe\ of her exsize, 
and she began to pour in her wolly. Fust she called Mary names, 
then Shum. 4 

“ Oh, why,” screeched she, “ why did I ever leave a genteel famly, 
where 1 ad every ellygancc and lucksry, to marry a creatur like this ? 
He is unfit to be called a man, he is unworthy to marry a gentlewoman ; 
and as for that hussy, 1 disown her. Thank heaven she an’t a Slamcoe ; 
she is only fit to be a Shum ! ” 

“ That’s true, mamma,” said all the gals ; for their mother had 
taught them this pretty piece of manners, and they despised their father 
heartily : indeed, 1 have alw'ays remaiked that, in famlies where the 
wife is internally talking about the merits of her branch, the husband 
is invariably a spooney. 

Well, when she was exosted again, down she fell on the sofy, at her 
old trix— moie screeching-^more convulshuns ; and shc'wouldn’t stop, 
this time, till Shum had got her half a pint of her old remedy, from the 
“ Blue Lion” over the way. She grew more easy as she finished the 
gin ; but Mary wras sent out of the room, and told not to come back 
agin all day. 

“ Miss Mary,*' says I,— for my heart yumed to the poor gal, as she 
came sobbing and miserable dowmstairs : “ Miss Mary,”* says 1, ** if I 
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might make so bold, here’s master’s room empty, and 1 know w here 
the cold bif and pickles is.” **Oh, Charles ! ” said she, nodding her 
head sadly, I’m too retched to have any happytite.” And she dung 
herself on a chair, and began to cry fit to bust. 

At this moment, who should come in but my master. 1 had taken 
hold of Miss Mary’s hand, somehow, and do believe 1 should have kist 
it, when, as I said, Haltamont made his appearance. What’s this 1 ” 
cries he, lookin at me as black as thunder, or as Mr. Phillips as Hickit, 
in the new tragedy of Mac llutf. 

“ It’s only Miss Mary, sir,’’ answered I. 

“ Get out, sir,” says he, as fierce as posbil ; and I felt somethink 
(1 think it was the tip of his to) touching me behind, and found 
myself, nex minit, sprawling among the wet flannings and buckets and 
things. 

'Fhe people from upstairs came to see what was the matter, as I 
was cusbin and crying out. It’s only Charles, ma,” screamed out 
Miss Betsy. 

“ Where’s Mary ? ” says Mrs. Shuin, from the s'lfy. 

She’s in master’s room, miss,” said I. 

She’s in the lodger’s room, ma,” cries Miss Shum, heckoing me. 

a Very good ; tell her to stay there till he comes back.” And then 
Miss Shum went bouncing up the stairs again, little knowing of Halta- 
mont’s i-etum. 

« 4 « * 

I’d long before observed that my master had an anchoring after 
Mary Shum ; indeed, as 1 have said, It was purely for her sake that 
he took and kep his lodgings at Pentonwille. Excep for the sake of 
love, which is above being mersnary, fourleen shillings a wick was a 
little too strong for two such rat-holes as he lived in. I do blieve the 
famly had nothing else but their lodger to live on : they brekfisted off 
his tea-leaves, they cut away pounds and pounds of meat from his jints 
(he always dined at home), and bis baker’s bill was at least enough for 
six. But that wasn’t my business. 1 saw him grin, sometimes, when 
I laid down the cold bif of a morning, to sec how little was left of 
yesterday’s sirlini ; but he never said a syllabub : for true love don’t 
mind a pound of n^eat or so hextra. 

At first, he waV very kind and attentive to all the gah ; Miss 
Betsy, in particldet grew mighty fond of him : they sat, for whole 
evenings, playing ci^bitch, he taking his pipe and glas, she her tea 
and muffing ; but as % was improper for her to come alone, she brought 
one of her sisters, an^ this was genrally Mary,— for he made a pint 
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of asking her, too, — and one day, when one of the others came instead, 
he told her, very quitely, that he hadn't invited her ; and Miss Buck- 
master was too fond of muffings to try this game on again : besides, 
she was jealous of her three grown sisters, and considered Mary as 
only a child. Law bless us ! how she used to ogle him, and quot bits 
of pottry, and play “ Meet Me by Moonlike," on an old giiter : she 
reglar flung herself at his head : but he wouldn't have it, bein better 
ockypied elsewhere. 

One night, as genteel as possible, he brought home tickets for 
^‘Ashley's,” and proposed to take the two young ladies— Miss Betsy 
and Miss Mary, in course. I recklect he called me aside that afternoon, 
assuming a solamon and misterus hare, Charles," said he, are you 
nfi to snuff? " 

“ Why sir,” said I, “ I'm genrally considered tolerably downy.” 

“ Well,” says he, “ I'll give you half a suffering if you can manage 
this bisness for me ; I've chose a rainy night on purpus. When the 
theatre is over, you must be waitin with two umbrellows ; give 
one, and hold the other over Miss Buckmaster : and, hark ye, sir, 
turn to the right when you leave the theater, and say the coach is 
ordered to stand a little way u^ the street, in order to get rid of the 
crowd,” 

We went (in a fly hired by Mr. A.), and never shall I forgit 
Cartliche's hacting on that memrable night. Talk of Kimble ! talk of 
Magrcedy 1 Ashley’s for my money, with Cartlitch in the principal 
part. But this is nothink to the porpus. When the play was over, 

1 was at the door with the umbrellos. It was raining cats and dogs, 
sure enough. ^ 

, Mr. Altamont came out presently, Miss Mary under his arm, and 
Miss Betsy following behind, rayther sulky, ‘‘This way, sir,” cries I, 
pushin forward ; and I threw a great cloak over Miss Betsy, fit to 
smother her. Mr. A. and Miss Mary skipped on and uas out of sight 
when Miss Betsy’s cloak was settled, you may be sure, 

“ They're only gone to the fly, miss. It’s a little ^y up the street, 
away from the crowd of carridges.” And off we tuiped to the rights 
and no mistake. * 

After marchin a little through the plash and mjid, “ Has anybody 
seen Coxy's fly?” cries I, with* the most innocent haxent in the * 
world. f 

“ Cox’s fly ! " hollows out one chap. “ Is it tl]^ vaggin you want ? ” 
says another. “I see the blackin wan pass,'* -giggles out anotlier.’ 
genlmn; and there was such a hinterchange compliments as yod 
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never heerd. I pass them over though, because some of ^em were 
not wery genteel. 

“ Law, miss,” said I, “ what shall I do ? My master will never 
forgive me ; and I haven’t a single sixpence to pay a coach.” Miss 
Betsy was just going to call one when I said that ; but the coachman 
wouldn’t have it at that price, he said, and 1 knew very well that she 
hadn’t four or five shillings to pay for a wehicle. So, in the midst of 
that tarin rain, at midnight, we had to walk four miles, from West- 
minster Bridge to Pentonwille ; and what was wuss, I didnU happen 
to know the way, A very nice walk it was, and no mistake. 

At about half-past two, we got safe to John Street. My master 
was at the garden gate. Miss Mary flew into Miss Betsy's arms, 
while master began cussin and swearing at me ' for disobeying his 
orders, and turning to the right instead of to the left! Law bless me \ 
his hacting of hanger was very near as natral and as terrybl as Mr. 
Cartlich’s in the play. 

They had waited half>an>hour, he said, in the fly, in the little 
street at the left of the theater ; they had drove up and down in the 
greatest fright possible ; and at last came home, thinking it was in 
vain to wait any more. They gave her ’ot ruin-and-water and roast 
oysters for supper, and this consoled her a little. 

I hope nobody will cast an imputation on Miss Mary for her share 
in this adventer, for she was as honest a gal as ever lived, and I do 
believe is hignorant to this day of our little strattygim. Besides, all’s 
fair in love ; and, as my master could never get to see her alone, on 
account of her infernal cle\en sisters and ma, he took this opportunity 
of expressin his attachment to her. 

If he was in love with her before, you may be sure she paid it him 
back again now. Ever after the night at Ashley’s, they were as tender 
as two tuttle-doves — which fully accounts for the axdent what hap- 
pened to me, in being' kicked out of the room : and in course 1 bore 
no mallis. 

I don’t know whether Miss Betsy still fancied that my master was 
in love with her, but she loved muffings and tea,, and kem down to his 
parlor as much as ever. 

Now comes the sing’lar part of my history. 
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CHAPTER IT. 

UT who was this genlmn with 
a fine name — Mr. Frederic 
Altamont? or what was he.^ 
The most mysterus genlmn 
that ever 1 knew. Once I 
said to him on a wery rainy day, 
"Sir, shall I bring the gig 
down to your office ? and he 
gave me one of his black look ■ 
and one of his loudest hoatl>s, 
and told me to mind iny own 
biz^^ness, and attend to my 
orders. Another day. -it was 
on the day when Miss Mar^ 
slapped Miss 15cts/s face, — 
Miss M., who adoared him, 

I have said already, kep on 
asking him what was his buth, parentidg, and ediccation. " near 
Frederic,” says she, "why this mistry about yourself and your line tions ? 
why hide from your little Mary ” — ^they were as tender as ting, t cr.n 
toll you—" your buth and your professin ? ” 

1 spose Mr. Frederic looked black, for I mfy listening, and 
he said, in a voice hagitJited by emotion, " Mary,” said he, " if > ou 
love me, ask me this no more : let it be sfishnt for you to know that 
I am a honest man, and that a secret, what it would be misery for you 
to lam, must hang over all my actions— that is from ten o’clock till 
six.” 

They went on chaffin and talking in this melumcolly andimysterus 
way, and I didn’t los#a word of what they said ; for them houses in 
J^entonwille have only walls made of pasteboard, and you hear rayther 
better outside the room than in. But, though he kep up his secret, 
he swore to her his aflektion tliis day pint blank. Nothing should 
prevent him, he said, from leading her to the halter, from makin her 
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his adoarable wife. After this was a slight silence. “ Dearest 
Frederic,” mummered out miss, speakin as if ■she was chokin, 1 am 
yours— yours for ever.” And then silence agen, and one or two 
smax, as if there was kissin going on. Here I thought it best to give 
a rattle at the door-lock ; for, as 1 live, there was old Mrs. Shuin a- 
v’alkin down the stairs i 

It appears that one of the younger gals, a-looking out of the bed- 
rum window, had seen my master come in, and coming down to tea 
half-an-hour afterwards, said so in a cussary way. Old Mrs. Shuni, 
who was a dragon of vertyou, cam bustling down the stairs, panting 
and frowning, as fat and as fierce as a old sow at feedin time. 

“ Where^s the lodger, fellow ? ” says she to me. 

I spoke loud enough to be heard down the street — ‘‘ If you mean, 
ma'am, my master, Mr. Frederic Altamont, esquire, he*s just slept in, 
and is puttin on clean shoes in his bed-room.” 

She said nothink in answer, but flumps past rtie, and opening the 
parlor-door, sees master looking very queer, and Miss Mary a-drooping 
down her head like a pale lily. 

“Did you come into my famly,” says she, “to corrupt my daughters, 
nd to destroy the hinnoccnce of that infamous gal ? Did you come 
I « ere, sir, as a seducer, or only as a lodger? Speak, sir, speak 1 ” — 
and she folded her arms quite fierce, and looked like Mrs. Sidtlums 
in the Tragic Mews. 

“I came here, Mrs. Shum,” said he, “because I loved your 
dahghtcr, or I never would have condescended to live in such a 
beggarly hole. I have treated her in every respect like a genlmn, and 
she is as innocent now, raa’m, as she was when she was born. If she’ll 
marry me, lam ready ; if shell leave you, she shall have a home where 
she shall be neither bullyd nor starved ; no hangry frumps of sisters, 
no cross mother-in-law, only an affeckshnat husband, and all the pure 
pleasures of Hyming.” 

I^Iary flung hqrself into his aims — “Dear, dear Frederic,” says she, 
I'll never leave you.” 

“ Miss,” says Mrs. Shum, “ you ain’t a Slamcoe nor yet a Buck- 
master, thank God. 'You may marry this person if your pa thinks 
proper, and he may insult me— brave me — trample on my feelin- in 
my own house— and there’s no-o-o-obody by to defend me.” 

I knew what she was going to be at ; on came her histarrix agen, 
and she began scrcechin and roarin like mad. Down comes 6f course 
the eleven gals and old Shum. ITiere was a pretty row. “ Look 
terej^ sir,” says she, “at the conduck of yoUr precious trull of a 
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daughter-alone with this man, kissing and clandlin, and Lawd knows 
what besides.” 

" What, he ? ” cries Miss Betsy — "lie in love with Mary, Oh, the 
w*etch, the monster, the deceiver ! ” — and she Jails down too, screech- 
ing away as loud as her mamma ; for the silly creature fancied still 
that Altamont had a fondness for her. 

Silence these womens* shduts out Altamont, thundering loud. 
" I love your daughter, Mr. Shum. I will take her without a penny, 
and can afford to keep her. If you don't give lier to me, she'll comfe 
of her own will. Is that enough ?— may I have her } ” 

“ We’ll talk of this . matter, sir,” says Mr. Shum, looking as high 
and mighty as an alderman. * "Gals, go upstairs with your dear 
mamma.”— And they all trooped up again, and so the ' skrimmage 
ended. 

Yoti may be sure that old Shum was not very sorry to get a 
husband for his daughter Mary, for the old creator loved her better 
than all the pack which had been brought him or born to him by Mi ' 
Buckmaster. But, strange to say, when he came to talk of settle- 
ments and so forth, not a word would my master answer. lie said he 
made four hundred a year reglar— he wouldn’t tell how— but Mary, 
if she married him, must share all that he had, and ask no questions ; 
only this he would say, as he’d said before, that he was a honest- 
man. 

They were married in a few days, and took a very genteel hoqsf! 
at Islington ; but still my master went away to business, and xjiobo^' 
knew where. Who cqiild he be ? 
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CHAPTER III. 

T ever a young kipple in the 
middlin clabses began life w ith 
a chance of happiness, it was 
Mr. and Mrs. Frederic AUa- 
mont There house at Cannon 
Rowr, Ishngton, was as com- 
fortable as house could be. 
Carpited from lop to to ; pore’s 
rates small ; fuinituV elvgant ; 
and three deomestix : of which 
I, in course, was one. My life 
wasn’t so Ctisy as in Mr. A.’s 
bachelor days; but, whal then.^ 
The three W’s is my maxum : 
plenty of work, plenty of wittles, 
and plenty of wages. Alta- 
mont kep his gig no longer, but 
went to the city in an omlibustcr. 

One would have thought, I say, that Mrs. A., with such an 
eflfeckshnui husband, might have been as happy as her blessid 
inajisty. Nothing of the sort* For the fust six months it was all 
very well ; but then she grew gloomier and gloomier, though A. did 
everythink in life to please her. 

Old Shum used to come reglarly four times a wick to Cannon 
Row, where he lunched, and dined, and teed, and supd. The pore 
little man was a thought too fond of wine and spirits ; and many and 
many’s the night that I’ve had to support him home. And you may 
be sure that Miss Betsy did not now desert her sister : she was at our 
place momink, noon, and night; not much to my mayster’s liking, 
though he was too good-natured to wex his wife in trifle^. . 

But Betsy never had foigotten the recollection of old da>s, and 
hated Altamont like the foul feind. She put all kind of bad things into 
the head of poor innocent missis; who, from being all gaiety and 
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cheerfulness, grew to be quite melumcolly and pale, and retchid, just 
as if she had been the most misrable woman in the world. 

In three months more, a baby comes, in course, and with it old 
Mrs. Shum, who stuck to Mrs’, side as close as a wampire, and made 
her retchider and retchider. She used to bust into tears when 
Altamont came home: she used to sigh and wheep over the pore 
child, and say, "My child, iny child, your father is false to me or, 
‘‘your father deceives me;" or, “what will you do when your pore 
mother is no more ?” or such like sentimental stuff. 

It all came from Mother Shum.. and her old trk, as I soon found 
out. The fact is, when there is a mistry of this kind in the house, its 
a servant’s duty to listen ; and listen I did, one day when Mrs. was 
cryin as usual, and fat Mrs. Shum a sittin consolin her, as she called 
it : though, heaven knows, she only grew wuss and wuss for the con- 
solation. 

Well, I listened; Mrs. Shum was a-rockin the baby, and missis 
cryin as yousual. 

“ Pore dear innocint,” says Mrs. S., heavin a great sigh, “ you’re 
the child of a unknown father and a misrable mother." 

“Don’t speak ill of Frederic, jmamma,’* says missis; “ he all 
kindness to me.’’ 

“All kindness, indeed! yes, he gives you a fine house, and a fine 
gownd, and a ride in a fly whenever you please ; but where does all 
his mofiey come from? Who is he — ^what is he? Who knows that he 
mayn’t be a murderer, or a housebreaker, or a utterer of forged notes? 
How can he make his money honestly, when he won’t say where he 
gets it? Why does he leave you eight hours every blessid day, and 
won’t say where he goes to? Oh, Mary, Mary, you are the most 
injured of women I” 

And with this Mrs. Shum began sobbin; and Miss Betsy began 
yowling like a cat in a gitter ; and pore missis cried, too— tears is so 
remarkable infeckshus. 4#’*' 

“ Perhaps, mamma,” wimpered ihit she, “ Frederic is a shopboy, 
and don’t like nie to know that he is liot a gentleman.” 

. “ A shopboy,” says Betsy ; “ he a shopboy I O no, no, no ! more 
likely a wretched willain of a murderer, stabbin and robing all day, 
and feedin you with the fruits of his ill-gotten games !” 

More crying and screechin here took |{kce, in which the li^by 
joined ; and made a very pretty consort, I can tell you. 

“ He can’t be a robber,” cries missis ; “ he’s too good, too ^d, for 
that : besides, murdering is done at night, and Frederic is^^ways . 
home at eight.” 
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** But he can be a forger/' says Betsy, a wicked, wicked former. 
Why does he go away every day? to forge notes, to be sure. "N^y 
does he go to the city? to be near banks and places, and so do it more 
at his convenience.” 

** But he brings home a sum of money every day— about thirty 
shillings — sometimes fifty : and then he smiles, and says it’s a good 
day's work. This is not like a forger,” said pore Mrs. A. 

‘‘I have it — I have it!” screams out Mrs. S. “The villain— the 
sneaking, double-faced Jonas ! he's married to somebody else, he is, 
and that’s why he leaves you, the b^e biggymist ! ” 

At this, Mrs. Altamont, struck all of a heap, fainted clean away. 
A dreadful business it was — hystarrix ; then hystarrix, in course, from 
^irs. Shum ; bells ringin, child squalin, suvvants tearin up and down 
stairs with hot water ! If ever there is a noosance in the world, it’s a 
house where faintain is always goin on. I wouldn’t live in one, — no, 
not to be groom of the chambers, and gi^ two hundred a year. 

It was eight o’clock in the evenin when this row took place ; and 
such a row it was, that nobody but me heard master’s knock. He 
came in, and heard the hooping, and screeching, and roaring. He 
seemed very much frightened at first, and said, “ What is it?” 

“ Mrs. Shum’s here,” says I, “ and Mrs, in astarrix.” 

Altamont looked as black as thunder, and growled out a word 
which I don’t like to name — let it suffice that it begins with a d and 
ends with a nation; and he tore up stairs like mad. 

He bust open the bedroom door ; missis lay quite pale and stony 
on the sofy ; the babby was screechin from the craddle ; Miss Betsy 
was sprawiin over missis ; and Mrs. Shum half on the bed and half 
on the ground : all howlin and squeelin, like so many dogs at the 
moond. 

When A. came in, the mother and daughter stopped all of a 
sudding. .There had been one or two tiffs before between them, and 
they feared him as if he had been a hogre. 

“What’s tllis infernal screeching ax^d crying about?” says he. 
“ Oh, Mr. Altamont,” cries the old woman, “ you knowjoo well ; it’s 
about you that this darling child is misrabble !” 

“ And why about me, pray, madam? ” 

“Why, sir, dare you ask why? Because you deceive her, sir; 
beca^e^'you are a false, cowardly traitor, sir; because /utve a wife 
elsewhere^ sirP* And the old lady and Miss Betsy began to roar 
again loud as ever. 

Ak^ont pawsed for a minnit, and then dung the door wide open ; 
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nex he,seized Miss Betsy as if his hand were a vice, and he world her 
out of the room ; then up he goes to Mrs. S. ** Get up/’ says he, 
thundering loud, **you lazy, trollopping, mischief*making, lying old 
fool ! Get up, and get out of this house. You have been the cuss and 
bain of my happyniss since you entered it With your d — d lies, and 
nowle reading, and histerrix, you have pcrwerted Mary, and made 
her almost as mad as yourself.” 

‘‘My child! my child!” shriex out Mrs. Shum, and clings round 
missis. But Altamont ran between them, and giiping the old lady by 
her arm, dragged her to the door. " Follow your daughter, ma’m/* 
says he, and down she went. “ ChawlSy su those ladies to the door;' 
he hollows out, “ and never let them pass it again.” We walked down 
together, and off they went : and master locked and double-locked the 
bedroom door after him, intendin, of course, to have a tatordator (as 
they say) with his wife. You maybe sure that I followed upstairs 
again pretty quick, to hear the result of their confidence. 

As they say at St. Stevenses, it was rayther a stormy debate. 
“ Mary,” says master, “ you’re no longer the merry grateful gal I knew 
and loved at Pentonwill; thcre^s some secret a pressin on you— there’s 
no smilin welcom for me now, as there used formly to be! Your 
mother and sistcr-in-law have perwerted you, Mary : and that’s why 
I’ve drove them from this house, which they shall not re-enter in my 
life.” 

“ O, Frederic ! it’s yon is the cause, and not I. Why do you have 
any mistry from me? Where do you spend your days? Why did you 
leave me, even on the day of your marridge, for eight hours, and con- 
tinue to do so every day ? ” 

“ Because,” says he, “ I makes my livelihood by it. I leave you, 
and don’t tell yoyxhow I make it: for it ‘would make you none the 
happier to know.” 

It was in this way the conyysation ren on — more tears and 
questions on my missises part, more siurmness and silence on my 
master’s ; it ended for the first time since their marridge, in a reglar 
quarrel. Wery difrent, I can tell you, from all the hammerous billing 
and kewing which had proceeded their nupshuls. 

Master went out, slamming the door in a fury ; as well he might. 
Says he, “ If I can’t have acomforable life, I can have a jolly pne ; ” 
and so he went off to the hed tavern, and came home that evehing 
bcesly intawsicated. When high words begin in a family drink . 
generally follows on the genlman’s side; and then, fearwell to all con- 
jubial happyniss! These two pipple, so fond and loving, w^renow 
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sirly, silent, and full of il wil. Master went out earlier, and came 
home later ; missis cried more, and looked even paler than before. 

Well, things went on in this /uncomfortable way, master still in the 
mopes, missis tempted by the deamons of jellosy and curosity ; until a 
singlar axident brought to light all the goings on of Mr. Altamont. 

It was the tenth of January 4 . 1 recklect the day, for old Shum gev 
me half-a-crownd (the fust and last of his money 1 ever see, by the 
way) : he was dining along with master, and they were making merry 
together. 

Master said, as he was mixing his fifth tumler of punch and little 
Shum his twelfth or so— master said, “ 1 sec yo\i twice in the City 
to-day, Mr. Shum.” 

Well, that’s curous ! ** says Shum. I was in the City. To day's 
the day when the diwydins (God bless ’em) is paid; and me and 
Mrs. S. went for our half-year?s inkem. But we only got out of the 
coach, crossed the street to the Bank, took our money, and got in 
agen. How could you see me twice ?” 

Altamont stuttered and stammered and hemd, and hawd. " O ! ” 
says he, " 1 was passing— passing as you went In and out.” And he 
instantly turned the conversation, and began talking about pollytix, or 
the weather, or some such stuff, 

** Yes, my dear,” said my missis, " but how could you see papa 
/w/iV.?” Master didn’t answer, but talked pollytix more than ever. 
Still she would continy on. Where was you, my dear, when you 
saw pa? What were you doing, my love, to see pa. twice?” and so 
forth. Master looked angrier and angrier, and his wife only pressed 
him wuss and wUss. 

This was, as 1 said, little Shum’s twelfth tumler ; and I knew 
pritty well that he could git very little further ; for, as rpglar as the 
thirteenth came, Shum was drunk. The thirteenth, did come, and its 
consquinzes. I was obliged to leed him home to John Street, where 
1 left him in the hangry arms of Mrs. Shum. 

How the d— sayd he all the way, “ how the d dd — the deddy 
— deddy — devil — could he have seen me /ww f ” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

T was a sad slip on Altamont’s 
part, for no sooner did he go out, 
the next morning than missis 
went out too. She tor down the 
street, and never stopped till she 
came to her pa’s house at Pen- 
tonwilL She was clositid for an 
hour with her ma, and when she 
left her she drove straight to the 
City. She walked before the 
Bank, and behind the Bank, and 
round the Bank : she came home 
disperryted, having learned no- 
think. 

And it was now an extra- 
ordinary thing that from Shum’s 
house for the next ten days there 
was nothing but cxpyditions into the city. Mrs. S., tho her di opsicle 
legs had never carred her half so fur before, was eternally on the 
key v€ve^ as the French say. If she didn’t go, Miss Betsy did, or 
misses did : they seemed to have an attrackshun to the Bank, and 
went there as natral as an omlibus. 

At last one day, old Mrs. Shum comes to our house— (she wasn’t 
admitted when master was there, but came stilL in his absints) — and 
she wore a hair of tryumph, as she entered. ^^Mary,” says she, 
“ where is the money your husbind brought to you yesterday ?’’ My 
master used always to give it to missis when he returned. 

/‘The money, ma!” says Mary. “Why here!” And pulling 
out her puss, she showed a sovrin, a good heap of silver, and an odd- 
looking little coin. 

“ That’S it ! that’s it ! ” cried Mrs. S. “ A Queene Anne’s six- 
pence, isn’t it, dear— dated seventeen hundred and three ?” 

It was so sure enough : a Queen Ans sixpence of that very date. 
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“ Now, my love,** says she, ** I have found him ! Come with me 
tu-morrow, and you shall know axx ! ” 

And now comes the end of my story. 

• « • * • 

The ladies nex morning set out for the City, and I u'alked behind, 
doing the genteel thing, with a nosegy and a goold stick. We walked 
down the New Road-— we walked down the City Road — we walked to 
the Bank. We were crossing from that heddyfiz to the other side 
of Cornhill, when all of a sudden missis shreeked, and fainted spon< 

, taceously away. 

I rushed forrard, and raised her to my arms : spiling thereby a 
new weskit and a pair of crimson smalcloes. 1 rushed forrard, I say, 
very nearly knocking down the old sweeper who was hobbling away 
as fast as posibil. We took her to Birches ; we provided her with 
a hackney-coach and evety lucksury, and catried her home to 
Islington. ^ 

« •- 4 - • « 

That night master nfcver came home. Nor the nex night, i-'oi the 
nex* On the fourth day an octioneer arrived ; he took an infantry of 
the furnitur, and placed a bill in the window. 

At the end of the wick Altamont made his appearance. He 
was haggard and pale ; not so haggard, however, not so pale as his 
miserable wife. 

He looked at her very tendrilly. I may say, it*s from him that I 

coppied my look to Miss He looked at her very tcndnlly and 

held out his aims. She gev a sufTycating sbreek, and rusht into his 
umbrae es. 

“ Mary ” says he, you know all now, I have sold my place ; I 
have got three thousand pounds for it, and saved two more. IVe sold 
my house and furnitur, and that brings me another. Well go abroad 
and love each other, has formly.” 

And now you ^sk me, Who he was? I shudder to relate.— 
Mr. Haltamont swep the crossing from thi: Bank 10 Corn- 
hill ! ! 

Of cors, / left his servis. I met him, few years after, at Badden- 
Badden, where he and Mrs. A. were much respectid and pass for 
pipple of propaty. 
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THE AMOURS OF MR. DEUCEACE. 


DIMOND CUT DIMOND. 

HE name of my ncx master 
was^if posbilt still more clly- 
gant and youfonious than that 
of my fust. I now found my- 
self boddy servant to the 
Honrabble Halgernon Pc “v 
Deuceace, youngest and fifth 
son of the Karl of Crabs. 

Halgemon was a barrystir 
— that is, he lived in Pump 
Cort, Temple : a w^ulgar nay- 
brood, witch praps my readers 
don’t no. Suftiz to say, it*s on 
the confines of the citty, and 
the choasen aboad of the law- 
yers of this metrappolish. 
When I say that Mr. 
Deuceacewas a barrystir, 1 don’t mean that he went ,sesshums or 
. surcoats (as they call ’em), but simply that he kep chambers, lived in 
Pump Cort, and looked out for a commitionarship, or a revisinship, or 
any other place that the Wig guyvyment could give him. His father 
, was a Wig pier (as the. landriss told me), and had been a Toary pier. 
^,The fack is, his lordship was so poar, that he would be anythink or 
nothink, to get provisions for his sons and an inkum for hims^. 

I phansy that he aloud Halgmion two hundred- a year ;; and it 
would have been, a very comforable maintehants, only he knevW paid 
him. 

Owever, the young genlmn was a genlmn, and no mistake ; he got 
his allowents of nothing a year, and spent it in the most honrabble 
and fashnabbie manner. He kep a kab-l-he went to Holmax-«-^and 
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Crockfud’s— he moved in the most xquizzit suckles and trubbld the 
law boox very little, I can tell you. Those fashnabble gents have 
ways of getten money, witch comman pipple doan’t understand. 

Though he only had a therd doar in Pump Cort, he lived as it 
he had the welth of Cresas. The tenpun notes doo abowt as common 
a$ haypince— clarrit and shampang was at his house as vulgar as gin ; 
and verry glad I was, to be sure, to be a valley to a zion of the 
nobillaty. 

Deuceace had, in his sittin-room, a large pictur on a sheet of 
paper. The names of his family was wrote on it ; it was wrote in 
the shape of a tree, a^groin out of a man-in-arfiier’s stomick, and 
the names were on little plates among the bows. The pictur said 
that the Deuceaces kern into England in the year 10O6, along with 
William Conqueruns, My master called it h^s podygree. I do 
bleev it was because he had this pictur, and because he was the 
Honnibble Deuceace, that he mannitched to live as he did. If he 
had been a common man, you’d have said he was no better than 
a swinler.' It’s only rank and buth that can warrant such singularities 
as my master show’d. For it’s no use disgysing it— the Honrabble 
Halgemon was a gambler. For a man of wulgar family, it’s the 
wust trade that can be— for a n>an of common fcelinx of honesty, this 
profession is quite imposbil ; bfit for a real thoroughbread genlmn, it’s 
the csicst and most prophetable line he can take. 

It may praps appear curious that such a fashnabble man should 
live in the Temple; but it must be recklected, that it’s not only 
lawyers who live in what’s called the Ins of Cort. Many batchylers, 
who have nothink to do with lor, have here their loginx ; and many 
sham barrysters, who never put on a wig and gownd twisc in their 
lives, kip apartments in the Temple, instead of Bon Street, Pickledilly, 
or other fashnabble places. 

Frinstance, on our stairkis (so these houses are called), there was 
8 sets of Chamberses, and only 3 lawyers. These was bottom floar, 
Screwson, Hewson, andjewson, attorneys; fust floar, Mr. Sergeant 
Flabber— opsite, Mr.Xounslor Brufly ; and secknd pair, Mr. Hagger- 
stony, an Irish counter, praktising at the Old Baly, and lickwise what 
they call reporter to the. Morning Post nyouspapper. Opsite him was 
wrote * 

Mr. Richard Blewitt; 

and on the thud floar, with my master, lived one Mr. Dawkins. 

This young fellow was a* new comer into the Temple„and unlucky 
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it was for him too — he’d better have never been born ; for it’s my 
firm apinion that the Temple ruir«ed him-r-that is, with the help of my 
master and Mr. Dick Blewitt : as you sh^l hear. ^ 

Mr. Dawkins, as I was gave to understand by his young man, had 
jest left the Universary of Oxford, and had a pretty litde fortn of his 
own — six thousand pound, or so— in the stox. Hp was jest of age, an 
orfin who had lost his father, and mother ; and having distinkwished 
hisself at CoUitch, where he gained seffral prices, was come to town 
to push his fortn, and study the barryster’s bisness. 

Not bein of a very high fanimly hisself— indeed, I’ve heard say his 
father was a chistnonger, or soinethink pf that lo sort— Dawkins was 
glad to find his old Oxford frend, Mr. Blewitt, yonger son to rich 
Squire Blewitt, of Listershire, and to take rooms so near him. 

Now, tho’ there was a considdrable intimacy between me and 
Mr. Blewitt’s gentleman, there was scarcely any betwixt our masters, 
—mine being too much of the aristoxy to associate with one of Mr. 
lilewitt’s sort. Blewitt was what they call a bettin man ; he went 
reglar to Tattlesall’s, kep a pony, wore a white hat,, a blue berd’s-eye 
handkercher, and a .cut-away coat. In his manners he was the very 
contrary of my master, who was a slim, ellygant man as ever I «ee— 
he had very white hands, rayther a sallow face, with sharp dark ise, 
and small wiskus neatly trimmed rfhd as black as Warren’s jet— he 
spoke very low and soft — lie seemed to be watchin the person with 
whom he was in convysation, and always flatterd everybody. As for 
Blewitt, he was quite of another sort. He was always swearin, 
singing, and llappin people on the back, as hearty as posbilL He 
seemed a merry, careless, honest cretur, whom one would trust with 
life and souL So thought Dawkins, at least ; who, though a quiet 
young man, fond of his boox, novvles, Byron’s poems, floot-playing, 
and such like scientafic amusemints, grew hand in*glove with honest 
Dick Blewitt, and soon after with my master, the Hontabble Hal- 
gernon. Poor Daw ! he thought he was makin good connexions and 
real frends — he had fallen in with a couple of the most etrocious 
Winlers that ever lived. 

Before Mr. Dawkins’s arrivlal at our house, Mr. Dcuceace had 
barely condysended to speak to Mr. Blewitt ; it was only about a 
month after that suckumstance that my master, all of sudding, grew 
very friendly with him. The reason was pretty clear,— Deiiceace 
•wanted him. Dawkins ' had not been an hour in master’s company 
before he knew that he had a pidgin to pluck. , 

^ . Blewitt knew this too : and bein very fond of pidgin, intended to 
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keep this one entirely to himself. It was amusin to see the H on- 
rabble Halgcmon manuvring to get this poor bird out of Blewitt’s 
clause, who thought he had it safe. In fact, h^d btought Dawkins to 
these chambers for that very porpos^ thiiddng to havb him under his 
eye, and strip him at leisure. . 

t My master very soon found otit what was Mr. Blewitt’s game. 
Gamblers know gamblers, if not by instink, at least by reputation ; 
and though Mr. Blewitt moved tn a much lower speare than Mr. 
Deuceace, they knew each other’s dealins and caracters pufiickly 
well 

“ Charles you scoundrel,” says Deuceace to me 6ne day (he always 
spoak in that kind way), who is this person that has taken the opsit 
chambers, and plays the flute so industrusly ? ” 

" It’s Mr. Dawkins, a rich young gentleman from Oxford, and a 
great friend of Mr. Blcwittses, sir,” says I ; " they seem to live in each 
other’s rooms.” 

Master, said nothink, but be my eye, how he did grin. 

Not the fowl find himself could snear more satannickly. 

1 knew what he meant : 

Imprimish. A man who plays the fioot is a simpleton. 

Seckniy. Mr. Blewitt is a rasMc. : 

I Thirdmo. • When a raskle and a simpleton is always together, 
^ nd when the simpleton is one knows pretty well what will come 
of it. 

I was bin a lad in <hem days, but I knew what was what, as well 
as my master; it’s not gentlemen only that's up to snough. .Law 
bless us ! there was four of us on this stairkes, four as nice young men 
as you ever see: Mr. Bruffy’s young man, Mr. Dawldnses, -Mr. 
Blewitt’s, and mcj-and we knew what our masters was about as well 
as they did thcirselfs. Frinstance, I can say this for myself^ there 
wasn’t a paper in Deuceace’s desk or drawer, not a bill, a note, or 
mimerandum, which I hadn’t read as well as he : with Blewitl’s it was 
the same — me and hisy oung man used to read ’em all. There wasn’t 
a bottle of wine that we didn’t get a glass out of, nor a pound of sugar 
tliat we didn’t have some lumps of it. We had keys' to all the cubbards 
—we pipped intd all the letters that kem arid went— we pored over all 
the bill-files— Wd the best: pickens out of the dinners, the livvers ot 
the f6wls, the force-mit balls out of the soup, the egs from the sallit. 
As for the coals and candles, we left them to the landrisses. You may 
call this robry— nonsince— it’s only our rights — a suwant’s purquizzits 
is as ssLcred as the laws of Hengland. 
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Well, the long and short of it is this. Richard Blewitt, esquire, 
was sityouated as follows : He*d an incum of three hu(iderd a year 
from his father. Out of this he had to pay one hunderd and ninety for 
money borrowed by him at coUidge, seventy for chambers, seventy 
more for his boss, aty for his suvvant on bord wagis, and about three 
hunderd and fifty for a sepparat establishment in the Regency Park ; 
besides this, his pockit-money, say a hunderd, his eatin, drinkin, and 
wine-marchant^s bill, about two hunderd moar. So that you see he 
laid by a pretty handsome sum at the end of the year. 

My master was diffrent ; and being a more fashnable man than Mr. 
B., in course he owed a deal more mony. There was fust : 

Account rtf ff/rrry, at Crockford’s . *. , o o 

Bills of xchange and 1 . O. U.*s (hut he didn't pay 


these in most cases) 4963 o o 

21 tailors* bills, ^1 . . . ... 1306 11 9 

3 hossdealers* do 402 o o 

2 coachbuilder . . . . . . 506 o o 

Bills contracted at Cambridteh . . . 2193 6 8 

Sundries . . . . . '. , . 987 10 o 


i;i4,o69 8 5 

I give this as a curosity — pipple doan’t know how iti many cases 
fashnabble life is carried on ; and to know even what a real gnlmn owes 
is somethink instructif and agreeable. 

But ;to tny tail. The very day after my master had made the 
inquiries concerning Mr. Dawkins, witch I mentioned already, he met 
Mr. Blewitt 6n the stairs ; and byoutifile it was to see how this gnlmn, 
who had before been almost cut by my master, was now received by 
him. One of the sweetest smiles X ever saw was now vizzable on Mr. 
Deuceace’s countenance He held out his hand, covered with a white 
kid glove, and said, in the most frenly tone of vice posbill, What ? 
Mr. Blewitt ? It is an age since we met. ^yhat a shame that such 
near naybors should see each other so seldom 

Mr. Blewitt, who was standing at his door, in a pe-green,drcssing- 
, gown, smoakin a segar, and singing a hunting cosurus, looked surprised, ' 
flattered, and then suspicious. 

** Why, yes/' says he, “ it is, Mr. Deuceace, a long time." 

« Not, I think, since we dined at Sir George Hookey's. .By-the-by, 
what an evening that was— hay, Mr. Blewitt? What wine! what 
capital songs ! I recollect your * May-day in the morning —cuss me, the 
best comick song I ever heard. I was* speaking to the Duke of Don- 
caster about it only yesterday. You know the duke, I think ? " 
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Mr. Blewitt said, quite surly| " N<^ 1 don’t” 

“Not know him!” cries ximster ; ^why» hang it, Blewitt! he 
knows you; as every sporting man in En^and does, 1 should think. 
Why, man, your good things are in . everybody’s mouth at New- 
market.” 

And so master went on chafiSn Mr, Blewitt. That genlmn at fust 
answered him quite short and angry : biit, ^ter a little more flummery, 
he grew as pleased as posbill, took, in allDeUceace’s flatry^and bleeved 
all his lies. At last the door shut, and they both went into Mr; 
Blewitt’s chambers together. 

Of course 1 can't say wAat past there ; but In an hour master kem 
up to his own room as yaller as mustard, and smeliin sadly of backo- 
smoke. I never see any genmln more sick than he was ; ht^d been 
smoakin seetgars along with Blewitt. I said nothink, in course, tho 
rd often heard him xpress his borrow of backo, and knew very well he 
would as soon swallow pizon as smoke. But be wasn’t a cliap to do a 
thing without a reason : if he’d been smoakin, I warrant he had smoked 
to some piorpus. 

V 1 hear the cohvyshtion betwean ’em ; but Mr. Blewitt’s man 
cm Jb'as,— Well, Mr, Blewitt, what capital seagars ! Have you 
one' tSv a friend to smoak ? ” (The old fox, it wasn’t only the seag'ars 
I * was a-smoakin !) “Walk in,” says Mr. Blewitt ; arid they began a 
chaffin together j master very ankshous about the young gintleman 
who had come to live in our chambers, Mr, Dawkins, and always 
coming back to that subject,— saying that people on the same stairkis 
ot to be frcnly ; how glad he’d be, for his part, to know Mr. Dick 
Blewitt, and any Jriend cfhisy and so on. Mr. Dick, howsever, seamed 
quite aware of the trap laid for him. “ I really don’t know this 
Dawkins,” says he ; “ he’s a chismonger*s son, I hear ; and tho I’ve 
i ^changed visits with him, I doan't intend to continyou the acquaint- 
ance,— not wishin. to assoshate with that kind of pipple.” Sq they 
went ^"in, master fishin, and Mr. Blewitt not wishin to take the hook 
at no price. 

“ Confound the vulgar thief ! ” muttard my master, as he was laying 
on his sophy, after being so vety ill ; “ I’ve poisoned myself with his 
infernal tobacco> and he has foiled me. The bursed swindling boor ! 
he thiiiks hell ruin this poor cheesemonger, does he ? Ill step in, and 
warn him.” 

1 thought I should bust a-laftin, when he talked in this style* I 
knew very well what his ^'warning” meant,— lockin the stable-door 
but stealin the boss fust. 
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Next day, his strattygam for becoming acquainted with Mr. Daw- 
kins we endcuted ; and very pritty it was. 

Besides potry and the ilute, Mr. Dawkins, I must tell you, had 
some other parshallities — ^wiz., he was very fond of good eatin and 
drinkin. After doddling over his music and boox all day, this young 
genlmn used to sally out of evenings, dine sumptiously at a tavern, 
drinkin all sots of wine along with his friend Mr. Blewitt. He was. a 
quiet young, fellow enough at fust \ but it was Mr. B. who {for his own 
porpuses, no doubt,) had got him into this kind of life. Well, I needn't 
say that he who eats a fine dinner, and drinks too much overnight, 
wants a bottle of soda-wate^ and a gril, praps, in the morning. Such 
was Mr. Dawkinses case ; and reglar almost as twelve o’clock camie, 
the waiter from " Dix Coffy-House ” was to be seen on our stairkis, 
bringing up Mr. D.’s hot breakfast. 

No man would, have thought there was any think in such a trifling 
cirkumstance ; master did, though, and pounced upon it like a cock 
on a barlycorn. 

He sent me out to Mr. Morell’s in Pickledilly, for wot’s called a 
Strasbug-pie— “in French, a " patty defau graw.^^ He takes a card, 
and nails it on the outside case (patty defaw graws come generally in 
a round wooden box, like a drumb) ; and what do you think he writes 
on it ? why, as folios For the Honourable Algernon Percy Deuce- 
ace^ &•€. d^c. &*c. With Pfince Talleyrand^ s compliments^ 

Prince Tallyram’s complimints, Indeed ! I laff when I think of it, 
still, the old surpint ! He was a surpint, that Deuceace,. and no 
mistake. 

Well, by a most extromary piece of ill-luck, the nex day punctially 
as Mr. Dawkinses brexfas was coming up the stairs, Mr. Halgemon 
Percy Deuceace was going down. He was as gay as a lark, bumming 
an Oppra tune, and twizzting round his head his heVy gold'^headed 
cane. Down he went very fast, and by a most unlucky axdent struck 
his cane against the waiter’s tray, and away went Mr. Dawkinses 
gril, kayann, kitchup, soda-water and all ! I can’t think how my 
master should have choas such an exact time^; to besuie, his windo 
looked upon the cort, and he could see every one who came into our 
door. " • ■ 

As soon as the axdent had took place, master was in such a rage 
as, to be sure, no man ever was in befor ; he swoar at the waiter in 
the most dreddfle way ; he thi'eatened him with his stick, and it was 
only when he see that the waiter was rayther a bigger man than 
hisself that he was in Ae least pazzyfied. He returned to his own 
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chambres ; and John, the wait-’^r, went off for more gril to Dixes 
Coffy-house. 

i a most unlucky axdent, to be sture, Charles,” says master 
to me, after a few minits paws, during, witch he bad been and wrote a 
notc^ put it into an anvelope, and sealed it With his big seal of arms. 

jstay — a thought strikes me—take this note to Mr. Dawkins, and 
tAv'pye you brought yesterday; imdhearkye, you scoundrel, if you 
say where you got it I will break every bone in your skin ! ” 

These kind of prommises were among the few which I knew him 
to keep : and ns I loved boath my skinn and my boans, 1 carried the 
noat, and of cors said nothink. . Waiting in Mr. Dawkinses chambus 
for a few minnits, I returned ‘to my master with an anser. I may as 
well give both of these docuinence, of which I happen to have taken 
coppics : 

I. 

THE IION. A. r. DEUCEACE TO- T. S. DAWKINS, ESQ. 

“ TtnipU^ Tuesday. 

“Mk. Deuceace presents his compliments to Mr. Dawkins, and begs at the 
3ame time to oHIpr his most sincere apologies and regrets for the accident which 
has just taken place. 

*‘May Mr. Deuceace be allowed to take a neighbour’s , privilege, and to 
rt-medy the evil he has occasioned to the best of his power ? If Mr. Dawkins 
will do him the favour to partake of the contents of the accompanying case 
.^from Slraslwurg direct, and the gift of a friend, on w'ho<»e taste as a gourmand 
Mr. Dawkins may rely), perhaps he will find that it is not a bad substitute for 
the plat which Mr Deuceace'.s awkwardness destroyed. 

It will also, Mr. Deuceace is sure, be no small gratification to the original 
donor of the p&ti^ when he learns that it has fallen into the hands of so cele- 
brated a.A>/i vivant9& Mr. Dawkins. 

“ T, S. Da7vX!int, JSs^., d-v, 

II. 

FROM T. S. DAWKINS, ESQ., TO THE HON. A. P. DEUCEACE. 

, <*Mr. TifOMAS SMits Dawkins presents his giateful compliments to the 
Hon. Mr. Deuceace, and accepts with the greatest pleasure Mr. Deuceace’s 
generous proffer. 

**It would be one of the happiest momeftts of Mr. Smith Dawkins’s life, if 
the Hon. Mr. Deuceace would extend kis generosity stUl further, and conde- 
scend to partake of the repast which his mnmpcent politeness has furnished. 

“ Temple^ Tuesday'' 
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Many and many a time, I say, have I grin’d over these letters, 
which I had wrote from the original by Mr. Brufiy’s copyin dark. 
Deuceace’s flam about Prince T£dlyram was puffickly successful. 1 
saw young Dawkins blush with delite as he red the note ; he toar up 
for or five sheets before he composed the answer to it, which was as 
you red abuff, and ' roat in a hand quite trembling with pleasyer. If 
you could but have seen the look of triumph in Deuceace's wicked 
black eyes, when he read the noat ! I never see a deamin yet, but I 
can phansy i, a holding a writhing soal on his pitchfrock, and smilin 
like Deuceace. He dressed himself in his very best clothes, and in 
he went, after sending me over to say that he would xcept with 
pleasyour Mr. Dawkins’s invite. 

The pie was cut up, and a most frenly conversation begun betwixt 
the two gcnlmin. Deuceace was quite captivating. He . spoke to 
Mr. Dawkins in the most respeckful and flatrin manner, — agread in 
every think he said, — prazed his taste, his furniter, his coat, his 
classick nolledge, and his playin on the floot ; you’d have thought, to 
hear him, that such a polygon of exlcns as Dawkins did not breath,—- 
that such a modist, sinsear, honrabble genlmn as Deuceace was to be 
seen nowhere xcept in Pump Cort. Poor Daw was complitly taken 
in. My master said he’d introduce him to the Duke of Doncaster, 
and heaven knows how many nobs more, till Dawkins was quite 
intawsicated with pleasyoun I know as a fac (and it pretty well 
shows the young genlmn’s carryter), that he went that vciy day and 
ordered 2 new coats, on porpos to be introjuiced to the lords in. - 

But the best joak of all was at last Singin, swagrin, and swarink 
— up stares came Mr. Dick Blewitt He flung open Mr. Dawkins’s 
door, shouting out, Daw my old buck, how are you ?” when, all of a 
sudden, he sees Mr. Deuceace : his jor dropt, he turned cliocky white, 
and then burnin red, and looked as if a stror would knock him down. 
“ My dear Mr. Blewitt," says my master, smilin and oflring his hand, 
how glad I am to see you. Mr. Dawkins and I were jus^ talking 
about your pony ! Pray sit down." - 

Blewitt did ; and now was the question,, who should sit the other 
out ; but law bless you ! Mr. Blewitt was no match for my master : all 
the time he was fidgetty, silent, and sulky ; on the contry^master was 
charmin. I never herd such a flo of conversatin, or so many witta- 
cisms as he uttered. At last, completely beat, Mr. Blewitt took his 
leaf ; that instant master followed him ; and passin his arm through 
that of Mr. Dick, led him into our chambers, and began talkin to him 
in the most aflabl and affeckshnat manner. 
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But Dick was too angry to listen ; at last^ when master was telling 
him some long story about the Duke of X^obcasteri Blewitt burst out — 
A plague on the. Duke of Doneasfter ! Come, come, Mr. Deuce- 
ace, don’t you be running your upOir nie ; 1 aii^t the man to be 
bamboozl'd by longvwinded stories about dukes and duchesses. You 
think I don’t know you j .every man knows you and your line of 
country. Yes, you're after young Dawkins there^ and think ^o pluck 
liim^ but you shan't, — no,- by you- shan’t**^ (The reader must 

recklect that the oaths which interspussed Hr. B.’s convysation I have 
left out.) Well, after he*d fired a woiley of Deuceace spoke 

as^ool- as possbilL ‘ \ 

‘‘ Heark ye, Blewitt. I know^' you to 'be one of ‘the most infernal 
thieves and scoundrels unhung. If you attempt to hector with me, I 
will cane you; if you. want more, I'll shoot you;.. if you meddle 
between me and. Dawkins, I will do both. I know* your whole life, 
you miserable swindler and coward. I know you have already won 
two hundred pounds of this lad, and want all. 1 will have half, or 
you never sh^l have a penny.” It's quite true that master knew 
^ings ; but how was the wonder. 

^ 1 couldn’t tec Mr. B’s face during this dialogue, bein on the wrong 
'side of the door ; but there was a considdrable paws after thuse com- 
plymints had passed between the two genlmn,— one walkin quickly 
up and down the ropm,—- tother, angfy and stupid, sittin down, and 
stampin with his foot 

"Now listen to this, Mr. Blewitt,” continues master at last “ If 
you’re quiet, you shall half ,thU fellow’s money : but venture 
shilling from him in my absence, or without my consent, and yoNo it 
at youl peril.” . * 

" Well, well, Mr. Deuceace,” cries Dick, " it’s very hard, and I 
must $ay^ not fair : the game was of my startin, and you’ve no right to 
inteiiere'with my friaad.” 

, " Mr. .Blewitt, ydu are a fool ! You professed yesterday not to 
know this .man, and I was obliged to find liim out for myself. I 
should like to know by what law of honour I am bound to give him 
uptoyou? ” . . ’ 

• It was ebarmin to hear this pair of rasklcs talkin about honour, I 
declare I could have ft>un4. it in my heart to warn young Dawkins 6f 
the precious way in whidii these chaps were going to sery^ him. But 
if they didn’t know what honour was, I did ; and never, never did I 
tell tails about my masters when in their sarvice — ont^ in cors, the 
hobligation is no longer binding. * 

D 
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Well, the nex day there was a gran dinner at our chambers. 
White soop, turbit, and lobstir sos ; saddil of Scoch mutln, grouSj 
and M'Argny ; \yines, jshampang, Wk, maderia, a bottle of poart, and 
ever so many of clarriU The compny prpsint was three ; wiz., the 
Honrabble A. .P. Ceuccace, R> Bljewitt, a^d Mr. Dawldns, Exquires. 
My i, how we getrlmn in the kitdiin did^jy it; .Mr. Blewitlcs man 
eat so much gfous (when it was brot out of the parlor}, that I reely 
thought, he would be sit; Mr. I>awkmsca gelniftn (wlm only 
abowt 13 years of age) grew so il with* M^Arony arid plumb-puddn, as 
to be oblceged to take sefral of Mr. D*s. pils, which Jkild: hini. But 
this is all promiscuous : I anH: talkin. of the suLwa^ts 'now^-but the 
masters. ^ , ~ ’ 

Would you bleeve it ? After dinner and praps S bottles of wine 
between the 3, the genlm sat down to^carty. It’s a game where 
only 2 plays, and where, in coarse, when there’s only 3, one looks on. 

Fust, they playd crown pints, and a pound the bett. At this game 
they were wonderful equill ; and about supper-^time (when grilled 
am, more shampang, devld biskits, and other things, was brot in) the 
play stood thus : Mn Dawkins had won 2 pounds ; Mr. Blewitt, 30 
shillings ; the Honrabble Mr. Dcuceacc having lost 3/. lor. After the 
devvle and the shampang the play was a little higher. Now it was 
pound pints, and five pound the bet. . I thought, to be^ sure, after 
hearing the comptymints between Blewitt and master in the morning, 
that now poor Dawkins’s time was come. 

Not so : Dawkins \von always, Mr. B. betting on his p 4 ay, and 
giving him the very best of advice. At the end of the .cvefiing 
(which was abowt five o’clock the nex morning) they stopt. Master 
was counting up the skore on a card. . v 

Blewitt,” says he, “IVe been unlucky. :I owe you— let me see — 
yes, five-and-forty pounds ? ” . \ 

“ Five-and-forty,” says Blewitt, “apd no mistajee ! ” 

“ I wiU give you a cheque,” says the honrabble genlmn; ' ' 

« Oh j don’t mention it, my dear sir I” But master got a grate 
sheet of i^per, and drew him a check on Mes$eers. .Pump, Algit and 
Co., his bankers. . 

“ Now,*^ says jhaster, "I’ve got; to settle wiUi^yqu, dear Mr. 
Dawkins. you bad backd your luck, I. should have o\yed you a 
very haindsqiBic sm of money. lyyofiSyi^intt^ points at a pound— 
it is Cfisy to' CatlCulate ; ” and draw^ out his. pus?^ be clinked over 
the table .13 gool^n suveriiags, which shon till they made my eyes 
'.vink. 
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So did pore Dawkinses, as he pat out his hand,^ all tcembling, and 
drew them in. 

Let me say,^ added master, me say <aad Tve had some 
little experience), that you are the very best dear// player with whom 
I ever sat down.’^ 

Dawkinses eyes glissened a$ he put the money up, and said, ‘'Law, 
Deuceace, you flatter me.** 

Flatter him ! I should think he did. It was the very think which 
master ment. 

'^But mind you, Dawkins,*’ continyoud he, "I must have my 
revenge ; for Tm ruined— positively ruined— -by yoiir luck." 

^ ‘',Well, well ” says Mr. Thomas Smith Dawkins, as pleased as 
if he had gained a millium, " shall it be to-morrow? Blewitt, what 
say you?" 

Mr. Blewitt agreed, in course. My master, after a little demurring, 
consented too.* "We’ll meet,*’ says be, "at your chambers. J 3 ut 
mind, my dear fello, not too much wine : 1 can’t stand it at any time, 
especially when I have to play with 

Pore Dawkins left our rooms as happy as a prins. "Here, 
Charles," says he, and flung me a sovring. Pore fellow ! pore fellow ! 
I knew what was a-^comin ! 

But the best of it was, that these 13 sowings which Dawkins 
won, master had borrowed them from Mr. Blewitt! I brought 
'em, with 7 more, from that young gentmn’s chambers that very 
morning : for, since his inter\ncw witli master, Blewitt had nothing 
to refuse him. 

Well, shall I continue the vtail ? If Mr. Dawkins had been the 
least bit wiser, it wotild have taken him six months befoar he lost his 
money ; as ft was, he was such a confunded ninny, that it took him 
a vcr>' short time to part with it. 

Nex day (it was lliursday, and master’s acquaintance with Mr. 
Dawkins had <mly commenced on Tuesday), Mr. Dawkins, as I said, 
gev his party,'— (Unner at 7. Mr. Blewitt and the two Mr. D.’s as 
befoar. Pfoy bog^s at ti. This time 1 knew the bisness was 
pretty serious/ for we suwants was packed off to bed at 3 o’clock. On 
Friday, I went to xdiambers— no master— he kem in for s minutes at 
about 12, made a litdq toBit, ordered more devvles and soda-water, 
and back again he went to Mr» Dawkins’s. 

They had dinner there at 7 again, but nobody seamed to eat, for 
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all the vittles came out to us genlmn : they had in more wine though, 
and must have drunk at least two dozen in the ^dlbours. 

At ten o’clock, however, on Friday ni^ht, back my master came to 
Ins chamlaers. I saw him as I newr saw him befoie, nainly icglar 
diunk. He staggered about the roomi he danced, he hickipd, he 
s^oar, he flung me a hc'ip of silver, and, flnely, he sunk down evgsted 
on his bed ; I pulhn off his boots and dose, and making him c oia- 
frabbic. 

When I had lemovcd his gannints, I did what it’s the duty of 
every servant to do— I cmtied his pockits, and looked at his pockit- 
book and all his letters : a number of a\dents have been picvcntcd 
that way. 

1 found there, among a heap of things, the following pretty 
dockyment • — 

1. O. U 

I 

^4700. 

Thomas Sunn Dawkins, 

Etday^ iM yiHua9y, 

Theie w^as another bit of paper of the same kind— ‘’I. O V. 
four bundled pounds . Richaid lUewitt ’ but this, m corse, incnt 
nothInk. 

Nex momin, at nine, inastci was up, and as 5ol)er as a judg. He 
chest, and w'as off to Mr. Dawkins. At ten, he ordered a cab, and 
the two gentlmn went together, 

“ Where shall he drive, sir r sa>s I. 

“ Oh, tell him ts> dnvc to i he BANK.” 

Pore Dawkins ! his eves led with remors anddoepliss drunkenniss^ 
gave a shudder and a sob, he sunk bark m the wehicle ; and they 
drove on. 

That day he sold out every bapny he w^as worth, xcept five 
hundicd pounds. 

***** 

Abowt 13 master had returned, and Mr, Dick Blewitt came stridin 
U|) the Stairs with a solium and important hair. 

" Is your master at home ?” says he. 

“ Ye-, sii,” says I j and in he walks. I, in coar^ with my car to 
the y hole, listning with .all my mite. 
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^‘Weli,” says Blewitt, “wc maid a pretty good night of it, Mr. 
Dcuceacc. YuVe settled, I see, with Dawkins.” 

Settled ! ” says master. " Oh, ^es— yes*^IVe settled with him. ' 

Four thousand seven hundred, t think? ” 

** About that — yes.” 

That makes my share— let me sec— two thousand three hundred 
and 'fifty ; which I’ll thank you to fork out” 

Upon my word— why — Mr. Blewitt,” says master/^' I don’t really 
understand what you mean.” 

^ VaU don'i knem wia / 1 mean / ” says Blewitt, in an axent such 
as I nev»^r before heard. You don’t know what I mean ! Did you 
not promise me that wc were to go shares ? Didn’t I lend you twenty 
sovereigns the other night to pay our losings to Dawkins ? Didn’t 
>ou swear, on your honour as a gentleman, to give me half of all that 
might be won in this affair ? ” 

" Agreed, sir,” says Deuceace ; “ agreed.” 

^ Well, sir, and now what have you to say ? ” 

" Why, i/ioi I dot^i intend to keep my ptomisel You infernal fool 
and tiiuny I do you suppose I \v.is iabouiing iotyou ^ Do you fancy 
I was going to the expense of giving a dinner to that jackass yonder, 
that you should profit by it ? Get away, sir ! Leave the room, sic * 
Or, stop— here — I will give you four hundred pounds — your own note 
of hand, sir, for that sum, if you will consent to forget all that has 
passed between us, and that you have ever known Mi. Algernon 
Deuceacc.” 

I’ve seen pipple* angery before now, but never any like Blewitt. He 
stormed, groaz^d, bdlood, swoar! At last, he fairly began blub- 
bring; now cussing and nashing his teeth, now piaying dear Mr. 
Deuceace to grant him mercy. 

At last, master flung open the door (heaven Uess us ! it’s well I 
didn’t tumble hed over eels into the room!), and s^, Charles, show' 
the gentleman downstairs ! ” My master looked at him quite stedd^ . 
Blewitt slunk down, as misrabble as any xnan I ever see. As for 
Dawkins, heaven knowa where he was! 

* « • • # 

** Charles,” says my master to me, about an hour afterwards, I’m 
going to Paris ; yOu msty come, too^ if you please.” 
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rORISG PARTS. 

H T was a singular proof of my 
master’s modesty^ ^Lhat though 
he had won this andsome 
sum of Mr. DawkinSy and 
was inclined to be as exttavy- 
gant and osntatious as any 
man 1 et^et seed^ yet,uhen he 
determined on going to Pan»> 
he didn't let a single frend 
know of all them indn^ings of 
his ; didn’t acquaint my Lord 
Crabs his fiither^ that he was 
about to leave bis natiff 
shears — neigh<-*-didn’t even so 
much as call together his 
tradesmin^^and pay off tihieit 
little bills Wor his departure. 
On the cdntry, “ Chawles/’ said he to me, ^ stick a piece of papei 
on nfiy door/* which is the way that lawyers do, " and 'v^nte ' at 
seven ’ upon it.’* 'Back at seven I wrote, and stuck it on our outer 
oak. And so tnijU|arus was Oeuceace about his Continental tour {to 
all except me), that when the landrlss brought him het account fot 
the last mon^ (amountain, at tlie very {east, to 2/. lor.), master told 
her to leave it till Monday morning, when it should be properly 
settled It’s extrodny hovi^ ickonomical a man becomes, when he's 
got live fhoiisand Ib^. in his pocldt. 

Back at 7 indeed ! At 7 we were a-roalin on (he Damper Rohil, in 
the Reglator Coach— master inside, me out.^ A strange company oi 
per pie there, was, too, in that wehicle , — % sailors; an Italyin with his 
music box and munky ; a missionary, going to convert the heathens in 
I riiKc; 2 oppra’girls (they cdl ’em hgure-aunts), a^jad the figure-aunts 
tnnihcis inside ; 4 Frcnchmin, with gingybmd caps and mustashes. 
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singing, chattering, and jesticklating in the most vonderful vay. Such 
compliments as passed between them and the 6gure-aunts! such a 
munshin of biskits and sippjn of bxiandy ! i|uch O mong Jews,” and 
“ O sacrrrds,” and ^^kill fay frwawjsfl" I didn’t understand their lan- 
guidge at that time, so of course Oitrt igsplain much of their conwer- 
sation ; but it pleased me, nevertheless, for now ! felt that I was reely 
going into foring parts : which, ever sins 1 had had any education at 
all, was always my fondest wish* ^ iBeavin bless us 1 thought I, if these 
arc specimeens of all Frenchmen, What a set they must be. The poic 
Italym’s monky, sittin mopin and meluncoUy on his box, was not half 
so ugly, and seamed quite as reasonabble. 

Well, we arrived at Pover— Ship Hotel” >-weal cutlets half a 
ginny, glas of ale a shilling, glas of neagush, half*a-crouiid, a hapny- 
woith of wax-elites four shillings, and so on. But master paid without 
grumbling ; as long as it was for himself he never minded the expens . 
and nex day wc embarked in the packit for Balong sir-mare— w hich 
means in French, the town of Balong sit>*ouated on the sea. T who 
had heard of foiing wonders, expected this to be the fust and greatest : 
pb«inf(y, then, my disapintment, when we got there, to find this 
B.dong, not situated||»a the sea, but on the s/t^r, 

But oh ! the gettin there was the bisniss. How I did wish for 
Pump Court agin, as wc were tawsmg abowt in the Channel ! Gentle 
leader, av you ever been on the otion “ The Ua, the sea, the open 
bca ! ” as Barry Cromwell says. As soon as wc entered our little wcsscl, 
and Fd looked to master’s luggiich and mine (mine was rapt up in a 
veiy small hankercher), as soon, I say, as we entered our little wcssel, 
ns soon as I saw the W'aives, black and frothy, like fresh drawn poiter, 
a-da$bin against the ribs of our galliant bark, the keal like a wedge, 
sphttin the bUloes in two, the sales a daflin in the hair, the standard 
of Hengland floathsg at the mask-head, the steward a-getting ready 
the basins and things, the capting proudly tredding the deck and giving 
orders to the salers, the white lox of Albany and the bathin-masheens 
disappearing in the distans^-^then, then I felt, for the first time, the 
mite, the madgfety of existence. " Yellowplush my boy,” said I, in a 
dialogue with myeelf, ^ your life is now about to ccanmens— your carear, 
as a man, dates from-^^ur ehtranSvOn board this packit. Be wise, be 
manly, be cautious, foigit the fohies of your youth. You arc no longer 
a boy now, but a vexyrsU^. Throw down your tops, your maibles, 
>out boyish games-^^tlirow off your childish babbits with your inky 
clerk’s jackit— throw up yottiv-—” 

Here, I recklect, I was obleeged to stopp. A fealin, in the 
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fust place singlar, in the next place painful, and at last compleatly 
overpowering, had come upon mt while !*m 5 making the abuff 
speach, and now I found my$elf in a'sityooatlon which Deilixy for 
Bids me to describe.' Snfiis to say, that now I dixcovered what basins 
was made for — that for many, many hours, 1 lay in a hagony of exos- 
tion> dead to all intense and porpuses, the rain pattering in my face, 
the salers tramplink over my body — the panes of purgatory going on 
inside. When we’d been about four hours In Uiis sityooation (it 
seam’d to me four ears), the steward comes to that part of the deck 
where we servants were all huddled up together, and calls out 
« Charles 

“ Well,” says I, gurgling out a faint ** yes, whaf s the matter ? ” . 

*“ You’re wanted.” " 

«Wheic?” 

Your master’s wery ill,** says he, with a grin. 

^Master be hanged ! ” says 1, turning round, more misrable than 
ever. I woodn*t have moved that day for twenty thousand masters— 
no, not for the Empror of Russia or the Pop of Room. 

Well, to cut |hls sad subjik shdrt, many and many a voyitch have 
1 sins had upon what Shakspur calls the " was^||dip ” but never m^h 
a retched one as that from Dover to Balong,in the year Anna Domino 
j8i8. Steemers Were scarce m those days; and our journey was 
made in a smack. At las**, when I wms in a stage ot desp^rc and 
cxobtion, as iccly to phansy myself at Death’s doai, we got to the end 
of our journey. Cate in the evening we hailed the Gaelic slipars, and 
hankered in the arbour of Balong sir-mare. 

It was the entrans of Parrowdice to me and mastpr ; aa4 ^ ^ 
entcicd the calm water, and saw the comfrabble H|^ts gleandngin 
the houses, an^ felt the roal of the vessel degreasing, nem was two 
mortials gladder, I warrant, than we were. At jtmglh our capting 
drew up at the kOy, and our joumev was down. "But $uch a bustle 
and clatter, such jabbering, suCh shrieking and swaring, sacbwollics 
of oAk and axScrations as saluted us on landing, I never knew ! 
We were boarded, in the fust pbee, by custom-hoUsc officers ui 
cock-hats, who sensed our liiggitch, And called for ogr peUpotS : iher 
a crowd of inn-waiters came, tumbling and sefeaming on deck—" Dis 
•way, sare,” cries one; ‘*Hdtel hteurice,*’ says another; "Jidtel dc 
Dang,” screeches anothek chap— the tower of Babyle Was ndthink tc 
It. The fust thing that struck me on landing was a big fellow witl 
ear-rings, who Very nigh knock me dowiti, in wrenching master’s carpct< 
bag out of my hand, as I was carrying it to the hotell. But we got 
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to it safe at last ; and^ for the fust time in my life, I slep in a foring 
country. 

I shan’t describe this town of w!ifoh> as U has been visited 

by not less (on an avaridg) than ttirarntiiliums oC English since I fust 
saw it twenty years ago^ is tolrabbly w4l Vimym akendy. It’s a dingy 
meilumcolly place, to my mind ; the oidjr thing moving in the streets 
is the gutter which runs down ’em. Asfdr wooden shoes, I saw few 
of ’em; and for frogs, upon my honour I never seeasingle Frenchman 
swallow one, which I had been led to beleave was their reg’lar, though 
beastly, custom. One thing which amased'tnie was the singlar name 
which they give to this town of Balong. It’s divided,<as every boddy 
knows, into an upper town (sitouate on a mounting, and surrounded 
by a wall, or da/fyvar) and a lower town, which is on the level of the 
sea. Well, will it be believtd that they call tlie upper town the Hot 
Vea/f and the other the PoAf Veai^ which is on the conti y gcnrally good 
in France, though the beaf, it must he confcst, is cxscrabble. 

U'was in the Base Veal that Deuceace took his Ldgian, at the 
Hdtel de Bang, in a very ctooked street called the Hue del Ascew; 
and if he’d been the Archbishop of Devonshire, or the Duke of 
Canterbury, he could^ot have given himself greater hairs, 1 can tell 
you; Nothink was too 6ne for us now ; wc had a sweet of rooms oti 
the first -floor, which belonged to the prime minister of France (at 
least the landlord said they were the premirPs ) ; and the Hon. 
Algernon Percy Deuceace, who had not paid his landriss, and came 
to Dover in a coach, seamed now to think that goold was too vulgar 
for him, and a cairidge and six would break down with a man of his 
weight. Shampm^ flew about like ginger-pop, besides bordo, clarit, 
buigundy, butgong, and other ;wines, and all the delixes of the Balong 
kitchins. Vfe stopped a fortnit at this dull place, and did .nothing 
from morning till night excep walk on the beach, and watch the ships 
going in and ouf of arber, with one of them long, sliding opra-glasses, 
which they caU, i don’t know why, tallow-scoops. Our amusements 
for the fortnit we stopped Here were boath numerous and daliteful ; 
nothink, in fact^ could be more as they say. In the morning 

before breakfhst we boath walked on the Peer ; master in a blue 
mareen jackit,and me in a slap-up new livry ; both provided with long 
sliding opra-gksses, called as I smd (I don’t know Y, but I suppose 
it’s a scientaflek term) tallow-scoops* With these we igsamined, very 
attentively, the oti0O| the sea-weed, the pebbles, the dead cat<«, the 
fishwimrmn, and the waives (like little children playing at leap-frog), 
which came tumbling over i another on to the shear. It seemed to 
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me as if th6y, were scrambling to get there, as well they might, being 
sick of the sea^ and anxious for the blessid, peaceable teny Jirmy. 

After brexfiast, down sve w^t, (that is, master on his beat, 
and me on mine,— for my place: ip . this foring town was a complete 
s/iiHycure)t nxid putting ewr taUy*scoops again in our eyes, we egsa- 
mined a little more the ption, pebblls, dead cats, and so on and this 
lasted till dinner, and dinnerHill bed-time, and bed-time lasted till nex 
day, when came brexfa^t, and dinner, and 'tally-scoopmg, as before. 
This is the way wiih all' people of this towh, of whiCl^as' IfVe heard 
say, there is ten thausiirtd happy English^ who ‘lead feis^plesht life 
from year’s end to year's end. . 

Besides this, there’s billiards and gaibbling for the gentlemen, a 
little dancing for the gals, and scandle for the dowygers; In none of 
these amusements did we partake/ We were a IiWe too good to play 
crown pints at cards, and never get paid when we won ; or to go 
dangling after the portionless gals, or ami^se ourselves with slops arid 
penny-wist aloi^ with the old ladies. No, no ; niy master was a man 
offortn now, and behily ved himself as sichl if ever he condysended 
to go into the public room of the H6tel de Bang— the French 
(doubtless for reasons best known to themselves)^aH this a sall}T?nanjy. 
— he swoar more and lowder than any one there? he abyoused the 
waiters, the wittles, the wines, Widi his glas in Hs i,‘he staired at 
everybody. He took always the place before the fire. He talked 
about "my carridge,” " my currier,” "my servant and he did wright. 
I’ve always found through life, that if you wish. tO’ be respected by 
English people, you must;be jnsal^t to them, espcd^ly if you are a, 
sprig of nobiliaty^ We being, insulted , by noblemen,-— it shows 
they’re familiar with us, "Law bless us ! I’ve known many and many 
a gcnlmn about' town whp’d rather be kicked by a'lord than not be 
noticed by him ; they’veeyen had.airaw of becausjf f s^as a'lord’s 
footman. While my master was hectoring. In the pMpr, at Balong, 
pretious airs I gave myself in ihe^ kitchiugs I can ten you; arid the 
consequints was^ that we bc^r served, an^ ^oar . liked, than 
many pipple with twice out merit . - ' ' . J ' if ‘ 

Deuceace had sofoc panicklar plans, no doubt, which kep him so 
long at l^lcmg; ^dit dearly tos. his. wi^ to act tjie man of fortune 
there for a Iittle.'tinie b^ore he.tded Pajris, He 

purchased a carridge, he . a currier, he rigged me ih a fine new 
livry blarih with anti he past tlMrOugh lhe Bd^^ .bank a thousand 
pounds of the he had won iferim t<5 his credit at a 

Paris house ; i^owirig the Balong bankers at the same time, lliat he’d 
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plenty moar in his potfolie. This was killin two birds with one 
*-tonc ; the bankers’ clerks spread the nuse over the town, and in a 
d.i> after master had paid the money every old dowyger In Balong 
had looked out the Crabs’ family podigree in the Pccridge, and was 
quite intimate with the Deuceace name and estates. If Sattn himself 
were a lord, 1 do bcleave there’s many .vuituous English motheis 
would be glad to have him fora son-in-law. ^ 

Now, though my master had thought fitt to leave town without 
excommunicating with his father on the subject 3lf his intended con- 
tinental tripe, as soon as he was settled at Balong he roat my Lotd 
Crabbs a letter, of which I happen to have a copy. It ran thus 

Janttaiy 

“ Mv t)EAR Father, — I have long, in the course of my legal studies, found 
the necessity of a knowledge of French, m which language all the early liistoi) 
rf our'piofcssion is written, and have determined to take a little relaxation 
from chandler leading, which has seriously injured my health. If my modo'^t 
finances can bear a two months’ journey, and a residence at Faiis, I propo^.e 
to remain there that peiiod. 

“Will you have the kindness to send me a letter of introduction to r.oid 
I'obtail, our ambassador? My name, and your old (nenddiip with him, 1 
Know would secure roc a reception at his house; but a pressing letter fiom 
>oui w<mld at once be more courteous, and nioic effectual. 

“May I also ask you for my la>t quaiter’s salary? I am not an expens ve 
unn, my dear fatlier, as you know ; but wc are no chameleons, and (ifty 
pounds (with my little earnings in my profession) would vastly add io the 
a^)hmm of my continental excursion. 

“ Present my Igvc to all my brothers and sisters. Ah ! how I wish ihi 
luiid poitjon of a younger son had not been mine, and that 1 could li\c 
willioul the due necessity for labour, happy among the rural scenes of my 
childhood, and in the society of my dear sisters and you ! Heaven bless jou, 
dealest father, and all those beloved ones now dw'clling under the deai old 
icof at Sizes. 

Ever your affectionate son, 

“ The KisJU JlM. the Part of Crabs, Crc. 

“.Swrf CctO't, Buck^P 

To this affeckshnat letter his lordship replied, by return of poast, 
as folios ; — ' 

“My dear Algernon,- You** letter came safe to hand, and I enclose you 
tpo letter for Loid Bobtail as you desire, lie is a kind man, and has one of 
the best cooks in Europe. 

“We were all charmed with your warm remembrances of us, not Iming 
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seen you for seven years. We cannot but be pleased at the family affection 
which, in spite of time and absence, still clings so fondly to home. It is :i 
sad, sdiish world, and very few who have cnter^ It can afford to keep those 
fre&h feelings .which yon have, my son. 

•«May you long retain them, is a fond fathet^s earnest prayeu Be sure, 
dear Algernon, that they will be through life your greatest comfort, as well as 
your best worldly ally ; consoling you in mis^rtune, cheering you in depres- 
sion, aiding and inspiring you to exertion and succesis. 

** I am sorry, tiuly sorry, that my account at Coutts* is so low, just now, 
as to render a paymem of your allowance for the pretient impossible. 1 see 
by my book that I owe you now nine quarters, or 450/. Depend on it, my 
<lcar boy, that they shall be faithfully paid over to you on the drst opportu* 
nity. 

“By the way, I have cnclobe<l some extracts fiom the newspai)cr3, which 
may interest you : and have reccivwl a very strange letter from a Mr, Blewitt, 
about a play trabsaction, which, I suppose. Is the case alluded to in the«e 
prints. He says you won 4700/. from one Dawkins : that the la*! paid it ; 
that he, Blewitt, was to go what he calls ‘ snacks ’ in the winning ; but thit 
you refused to share the lx)oty. How can you, my dear boy, quarrel . ‘<h 
these vulgar people, or lay yourself in any way open to their attacks? 1 liive 
played myself a good deal, and the«‘C is no man living who can accuse me of a 
doubtful act. Vou should either have Siiol this Blewitt or paid him. Now, 
as the matter stands, it is ttK> late to do the former ; and, perlnpi, it woubl 
lx: Quixotic to perforin the lacier. My dearest lx>y J recollect through lif. 
that never tan ajford to be dishoneU with a ro^^tte. Four thousand seven 
hundred pounds was a great ioup^ to 1^ sure. 

“ As you are now in such high feather, can you, dearest Algernon ! U*n«l 
me five hundred )[x>unds? Cpon my soul and honour, I will repay you. Vuui 
brothers and sisters send you their love. 1 need iiot add, that>ou have aUtava 
the blessings of 3'oar afieciioaalc father, 

“Crabs. 

“ P.S. — Make it 500, and I will give you my noic-ofhand for a thousand.'’ 

* * 4^ • * 


I needn’t say that this did not enter into Deuceace’s eyedcars. 
Lend his father 500 pound, indeed] He’d ns soon have lent him a 
box on the year ! In the fust place, he hadn seen old Crabs for seven 
years, as that nobleman remarked in his epistol ; in the secknd he 
hated him, and they hated each other ; and nex, if master had loved 
his father ever so much, he loved somebody else bettei^hxs father’s 
son, namely : and sooner than deprive that exlent young man of a 
penny, he’d have sean all the lathers in the world hangin at Newgat, 
and all the "beloved ones,” as he called his sisters, the Lady 
Deuceacisses, so many convix at Dottomy Bay. 
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The neiiispaper parrografs showed that, how^;*r secret we wished 
to keep the pUy transaction, the public knew it nbwfuU well Blcwitt, 
'IS I found after, was the author of the libels which appeared right and 
left 

“ Gampling IN llioii Life —the lionoitmbl Mr De— c— cc again 
This cclcbi iterl whi*»t player has turned his accomplishments to some pioHt 
On Friday, the i6th Januoiy, ht won hsc thousand pounds from a v ry young 
gentleman, Th -iii— s bm th D- wk — ns. Esq , and lost two thousand live 
hundred to R LI w— It, I**!, of the f— mple. Mr 1> ver> honourably 
p^id the SUM lost by him to the honouiabh whist playtr, but we have not 
heaid that, befon his suddLn tup to Pans, Mi D— uc— ce paid tts losings to 
Mr Bl-w— tt” 

Nc\ cime a ** Notice to Coiryspondents ** 

Fur riw i k us, if we know of the gambling doings of the notoiious 
DcuLcnw ? Wc answ« i, W r DO , and, m GUi very next Numlxr, ptojio^e to 
iiial 1 s<. nic of them j ul lie ’ 

« « • * ♦ 

They clidnl appear, however , but, on the contry, the veiy same 
ticwspeper, which had been befoie so abusiff of Deiiccace, w*ts now 
\ id in his pi use It said 

'*A ntragi ph was maUerlently admitlc 1 into our papti of Ii t week, 

1 <sl ujijislly tssuhng the choiaclcr of a gtntlcman of high Imtli and talents, 
tlu so of the exemplary L — rl of Cr 1>s Wc rtpcl, with s(oni and mdig 
intion, the da taidly filscho^ds of the malignant slanducr vvh> vilified \fi 
Dc— ct -ct, and bc^to oflVr that gentleman the only rcpaiation m our power 
fv .1 having thus tampered with his unsuUied name We disbelieve the ni0i%n 
and Arc n k 1 most sinccrcl> rtgict that such a lalt, oi s t h i tonUi, 
sliouhl ever have been brought forward to the readers of this pij ei 

Tbi:» was satisfactory, «ind no mistake nnd much pleased we weie 
at the denial of this conshentious editor So much pleased that 
mister sent him a ten-pound noat, and his complymints Hed sent 
mother to the same address, this pairowgriff was punted, why, 
I catft think' tor I woodn^t suppose any thing musnar> m a httery 
man. 

Well afl;er this bisniss was concluded, the cunier hired, the 
camdge smtttened a little, and me set up in my new Imies, we bade 
o|ew to Bul<»^ m the grandest state posbill What a figiire we cut » 
ai d, my i, what a figger the postillion cut * A cock-hat, a jackit made 
out of a cow^ skin (it was m cold weather), a pi ? tale about % tit in 
length, and a pair of boots i Oh, sirh a pare » A bishop might almost 

£ 
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have preadied out of one, or a modrat->9ped famly slep in it. Me and 
Mr. Schwigshhnaps, the currier, sate b^nd in the rumbiU; master 
aloan in the inside, as grand as a Turk, and sapt up in his fine tir- 
cloak. Off we sett, bowing gracefly to the crowd ; the harniss-bells 
jinglin, the great white bosses snortin, kickin, and squeelin, and the 
postilium cracking his wip, as loud as if he*d been drivin her majesty 
the quean. 

***** 

Well, 1 shan’t describe our voyitch. We passed sefral sitties, 
willitches, and metrappolishes ; sleeping the fust night at Amiens, 
ifvitch, as everyboddy knows, is famous ever since the year 1802 for 
what’s called the Pease of Amiens. We had some, very good, done 
with sugar and brown sos, in the Amiens way. But after all the 
boasting about them, I think I like our mariowphats better. 

Speaking of wedgytablcs, another singlcr axdent happened here 
concaming them. Master, who was brexfasting before going away, 
told me to go and get him his fur trav ling-shoes. 1 went and ti^ M 
the waiter of the inn, who stared, grinned (as these chaps always do), 
said Bong'* vwlilch means, very well), and presently came back. 

Vm blest if he didtit bring master a plate of cabbitch / Would you 
bleave It, that now, in the nineteenth sentry, when they say there’s 
schoolmasters abroad, these stewpid French jackasses arc so c\to- 
nlshingly ignorant as to coll a cabbidge a shoo I Never, never let it be 
said, after this, that these benighted, souperslitious, misrabblc savMges^ 
arc equill, in any respex, to the great Brittish people. The moor I 
trawle, the moor I see of the world, and other natiums, I am proud of 
my own, and despise and deplore the retchid ignorance of the rest of 
Yourup. 

* * * * ^ 

My remaiks on Parris you shall have by an early opportunity. 
Me and Deuceace played some carious pranx there, I can teU you: ^ 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE TWO BUNDLES OF HAY, 

lEUTENANT-GENERALSm 
George oriffin, K.CR, was 
about seventy-five years old 
when he left this life, and the 
East Ingine army, of winch he 
was a distinguished omyment. 
Sir George’s first appenmnpefn 
Injar was m the character of a 
cabbingboy to a vessel; from 
which he rose to be cleik to 
the owners at Calcutta, from 
which he became all of a sudden 
a capting in the Company’s 
service ; and so rose and rose, 
until he rose to be a leftenant- 
general, when he stopped rising 
altogether— hopping the twig of 
this Ijfe^ as drummers, generals, dustmen, and emperors must do. 

Sir Geoigq did not leave miy mal heir to perpetuate the name of 
Griffin. A widow about twtnty<«eveni and a daughter avariiching 
twenty thhs^ was left behind to deploar his loss, and share his prop- 
paty. On old Sir George’s deth> his interesting widdo and orfan, who 
had both beim^with him in Injer, returned home— tried London for a 
few monthsjuidid not like it, and resolved on a trip to Paris ; where 
very sball people heeome very great ones, if they’ve money, 

as these Griffind^ Im « The Intelligent reader need not be told that 
Miss Griffin was daughter of Lady Crffiin ; for though mar* 

ritchbs are nqpdo tolfabtilV in Znjer, M]}le nik not quite so 
•/ 
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precoashoos as all that : the fact is, Lady G. was Sir George’s second 
wife. I need scarcely add, that Miss Matilda Griffin wos the oifspring 
of bis fust marritch. 

Miss Leonora Kicksey, a ansutn, lively Islington gal, taken out to 
Calcutta, and, amongst his other goods, very comfortably disposed of 
by her uncle, Capting Kicksey, was one-and-twenty when she married 
Sir George at seventy-one ; and the 1 3 Miss Kickseys, nine of whom 
kep a school at Islington (the other 4 being married variously in the 
city), were not a little envius of my lady’s luck, and not a little proud 
of their relationship to her. One of ’em, Miss Jemima Kicksey, the 
oldest, and by no means the least ugly of the sett, was staying with 
her lad)'ship, and gev me all the partecklars. . Of the rest of the 
famly, being of a lo sort, I in course no nothink ; my acquaintance, 
thank my stars, don’t lie among them, or the likes of them. 

Well, this Miss Jemima lived with her younger and more fortnat 
sister, in the qualaty of companion, or toddy. Poar thing ! I’d a soon 
be a gaily slave, as lead the life she did ! Every body in the house 
despised her; her ladyship insulted her ; the very kitchinggals scorned 
and flouted her. She roat the notes, she kep the bills, she made the 
tea, whipped the chocklate, she cleaned the canary birds, and gev 
out the linning lor the wash. She was my lady’s walking pocket, or 
rettycule i and fetched and carried her handkcrchcr, or her smell- 
bottle, like a well-bred spaniel. All night, at her lad> ship’s swales, 
she thumped kidrills (nobody ever thought of asking her to dance !} ; 
when Miss Griffing sung, she played the piano, and was scolded be- 
cause the singer was out of tune ; abommanatmg dogs, she never drove 
out without her ladyship's puddle in her lap ; and, reglarly unwell in 
a carriage, she never got any thing but the back seat Poar Jemima ! 
I can see her now in my lady’s ^ecknd-best old clothes (the ladies’-maids 
always got the prime leavings) : a Hloc sattn gown, crumpled, blotched, 
and greasy ; a pair of white sattn shoes, of the colour of Injer rubber ; 
a faded yellow velvet hat, with a wreath of hartidshl dowers run to 
scad, and a bird of Parrowdice perched on the top of it, melum^oUy 
and moulting, with only a couple of feathers left in his unfortunate tail. 

Besides this omyment to their saloon, Lady and Miss Griffin kept 
'a number of other servants in the kitching ; 3 ladies’-maids ; 2 footmin, 
SIX feet high each, crimson coats, goold knots, and white cassymear 
pantyloons ; a coachmin to match ; a page : and a Shassure, a kind of 
seivant only known among forriners, and who Iqokflnore like a major- 
general than any other mortial, wearing a cock-hat, a unicorn covered 
with silver lacf^ otustashos, eplcts, and a sword by his side. All these 
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to wait upon two ladies ; notcounttng a host of the fair sex, such as 
cooksi sGtiHion, housekeepers, and so forth. 

My Lady Griffin's lodging was at forty pounds a week^ in a grand 
sweet of 100ms in the Plas Vandome at Paris. And, having thus de- 
scribed their house, and their servants’ hall, I may give a few words of 
description concerning the ladies themselves. 

In the fust place, and in coarse, they hated each other. My lady 
was twenty-seven— a widdo of two years — f«it, fair, and rosy. A slow, 
quiet, cold-looking woman, as those fair-haired gals generally are, it 
seemed difficult to rouse her either into likes or dislikes ; to the former, 
at least. She never loved any body but one^ and that was herself. She 
hated, in her calm, quiet way, almost every one else who came near 
her— every one, from her neighbour the duke, who had slighted her at 
dinner, down to John the footman, who liad tom a hole in her train. 
I think this woman’s heart was like one of them lithograffic stones, you 
can't rnb out any thing when once it’s diawn or wrote on it ; nor could 
>ou out of her ladyship’s stone — ^heait, I mean — K the shape of an 
affiont, a slight. 01 xcal or phansied injury. She boar an exlent, irre- 
protrhablc ^.bara tci, against which the tongue of scandal never 
w She was allowed to be the best wife posbill— and so she was ; 

but ^l>e killed her old husband in two years, as dead as ever^Mc. 
*i n 11 tell killed Mr. William Weare. She never got into a passion, not 
she--^ she never said a rude word ; but she’d a genius— a genius which 
many women have— of making a hdl of a house^and tort’ring the poor 
creaturea of her family, until they were welinigh drove mad. 

Miss Matilda Griffin was a good deal uglier, and about as amiable 
as her mother-in-law. She was crooked, and squinted; my lady, to 
do her justice, was straight, and looked the same way with her i’s. 
She was dark, and my lady was fair— sentimental, *as her ladyship 
was cold. My lady was never in a passion — Miss Matilda always ; 
and awfille were the scenes which used to pass between these 2 women, 
and the wickid, wickid quarls which took place. Why did they live 
together? There was the mistry. Not related, and hating each 
other like pismi, it would surely have been easier to remain seprat,and 
so have detested each other at a distans. 

As for the fortune wjiich old Sir George had led, that, it was clc.'^r,, 
wa$ very cox|«idrabble«*- 5 oo thousand lb. at the least, as 1 have heard 
shy. But nc^body knew how it was disposed of. Some said that her 
ladyship was 40)# m^triss of it, others that it was di^uded, others that 
she had only a life irikum, and that the money was all to go (as was 
natral) to Miss Matiidk. These arc subjix which are not praps very 
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interesting to the British public^ but were mighty important to my 
master, die Honrable Algernon Percy Deueeac^ esquire, barrister-at- 
law, etsetUer, etsettler* 

For l*ve forgot to inform you that my master was very intimat in 
thi> house ; and that we were now comfortably settled at the Hotel 
Mirabew (pronounced Marobo in French), in the Rew deny,Pay, at 
Paris, We had our cab, and two riding horses ; our banka's book, 
and a thousand pound for a balantz at Lafitf s ; our club at the comer 
of the Rew Gramong ; our share in a box at the oppras ; our apart- 
ments, ^cious and elygant ; our swarrics at court ; our dinners at his 
excellency Lord Bobtail’s and elsewhere. Thanks to poar Dawkins's 
five thousand pound, we were as complete gentlemen as any in Paris. 

Now my master, like a wise man as he was, seaing himself at the 
head of a smart sum of money, and in a country where his debts could 
not bother him, determined to give up for the present every think like 
gamblings— at least, high play ; as for losing or winning a ralow of 
Napoleums at whist or ccart>, it did not matter : it looks like money 
to do such things, and gives a kind of respectabilaty. " But as for 
play, he wouldn’t— oh no ! not for worlds !— do such a thing." He / 
played, like other young men of fashn, and won and lost [old fox ! he 
didn’t say be had paui } ; but he had given up the amusement, and was 
now determined, he said, to live on his inkum. The fact is, my master 
was doing his very best to act the respectable man : and a very good 
igame it is, too ; but it requires a precious great roag to play it. 

He made his appearans reglar at church— me carrying a handsome 
large black marocky Prayer-book and Bible, with the psalms and 
lessons marked out with red ribbings; and you’d have thought, as I 
graivly laid the volloms down before him, and as he berried his head 
in his nicely brushed hat, before service began, that such a pious, pro« 
per, morl^ young nobleman was not to be found 'in the wliole of the 
peeridge. It was a comfort to look at him. Efry old tabby and 
dowyger at my Loid Bobtail’s turned up the wights of their i’$ when 
they spoke of him, and vowed they had never seen such a dear, 
daJiteful, exlent young man. What a good son he must be, they stud ; 
and ob, what a good son-in-law ! He had the pick of all the English 
gals at Paris before we had been there 3 months. But, unMrtimately, 
most of them were poar ; and love and a djfttidge was not quite in 
master’s way of thinking. 

Wdl, about this time my Lady Griffin and Miss G, made their 
appeaxants at Parris, and master, who was up to snougn, very soon 
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changed his noat. He sate near them at chappie, and sung hims with 
my lady : he danced with ’em at the embassy balls ; he road with 
them in the Boy de Balong and die Shandeleasies (which is the French 
High Park) ; he roat potry in Miss Griffin’s halbim^ and sang jewets 
along with her and Lady Griffin ; he brough): sweet-meats for the 
puddle-dog ; he gave money to the footmin^ kissis and gloves to the 
sniggering ladies’-maids \ he was siwle even to poar Miss Kicksey ; 
there wasn’t a single soal at the Griffinses that didn’t adoar this good 
young man. 

The ladies, if they hated befoar, you may be sure detested each 
other now wuss than ever. There had been always a jallowsy between 
them : miss jellows of her mother-in-law’s bewty ; madam of miss’s 
espree : miss taunting my lady about the school at Islington, and my 
lady snearing at miss for her squint and her crookid back. And now 
came a stronger caws. They both fell in love with Mr. Dcuccace — 
my lady, that is to say, as much as she could, with her cold selfish 
temper. She liked Deuccacc, who amused her and made her laffi 
She liked his manners, his riding, and his good loox ; and being a 
petvhtew herself had a dabble respect for real aristocratick flesh and 
blood. Miss’s love, on the contry, was .ill dams and fury. She’d 
always been at this work from the time she had been at school, where 
she very nigh run away with a Frentch master ; next with a footman 
(which 1 may s.iy. in confidence, is by no means unnatral or unus- 
youall, as I cotdd shtm if I liked) ; and so had been going on sins 
fifteen. She reglarly fiung herself at Deuceace’s head — such sighing, 
crying, and ogling, 1 never see. Often was I ready to bust out laffin, 
as I brought master skoars of rose-coloured billydoos^ folded up like 
cockhats, anl smellin like barber’s shops, which this very tender 
voung lady used to address to him. Now, though master was a 
scoundrill and no mistake, he was a gentlemin, and a man of good 
breading; and miss cante a little too strong (pardon the wulgaiity 
of the xpression) with her hardor and attachmint, for one of his 
taste. Besides, she had a crookid spine, and a squint ; so that 
(supposing their fortns tolrabbly equal) Dcuceace reely preferred the 
mother-in^aw. 

it was hif bisniss to find out which had the most money. 
With ,an l^g^ish fan^ this would have been easy : a look at a 
at Debtor Commons’es would settle the matter at once. But this 
India naybob’a Vdli was at Calcutty, or some outlandish place ; and 
there was tfo getting sight of a coppy of it I will do Mr. Algernon 
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Oenceacethejustass to say, that he was so htde musiuuym his love for 
Lady Griffin, that he would have married her gladly, even if she bad 
ten thousaiid pounds less than Miss Matilda. In the meantime, h^ 
plan was to kMp ’em both in play, until he could stnke the best fish 
of the two— not a difficult matter fiir a man of his genus : besides, Miss 

wnc hnnIrnH frtr rpitain. 
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CHAPTER n 

« HONOUR IHY FAFHER.” 



SAID that my master was 
a^oaitd by every person in 
my Lady Griffin’s establish* 
mint. 1 should haie said by 
every peison e\ccp one,— a 
young French gnlmn, that ib, 
who, before our appearants, 
had been mighty pa/ffidbr 
with my hd>, ockupying by 
her side exackly the same 
pasition which the Honrable 
Mr Deuceace now held. It 
was bewtiffle and headif>mg 
to see how coolly that young 
nobleman kicked the po# 
Shevalliay 4e X’Ojige out of 
his shoes, and how gracefully 


he himself stepfc mto ’em. 
Munseerdc LOrgewas a smart young French jentlemanyof about 
my master’s age apd good looks, but not possest of»half my master’s 
impidince. Not that that quallaty is uncommon m France ; but few, 
very few, had it to such a degree as my exlent employer, Mr. Deuce- 
ace. Besides De L’Oige was reglarly and reely in ]|^\e with Lad> 
Gnffin, and master only pretending he had, of coars,W advantitch, 
which the poor Frentchman never could git JEie was all smiles and 
gaty, while Delorge was ockward and melumeotty. My master had 
said twei^y pretty thmgs to Lady Gnffin, befor the shevaliei had 
iimshed smoothing his hat, staring at her, and sighing ht to bust his 
weskit. O luv, luv » isn’t the way to win a woman, or my name’s 
not Fitzroy Vellowplush I Myself, when I begun my carear among the 
fair »x, 1 was always sighing and moping, like this poar Frenchman.' 
What was the consqumts ? The fbar fust women I adoared laffi at mOit. 
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and left me for something more livdy. With the rest I have edopted 
a difftent game, and with tolerable suxess, 1 can tell you. Blit this is 
eggatism, which I aboar. 

Well, the long and the short of it is, thdt Munseer Ferdinand 
Kyppolite Xavier Stanislas, Shevalier de L'Oige, was reglar cut out by 
Munseer Algernon Percy Dcuceace, Exquire. Poar Ferdinand did not 
leave the house — he hadn’t the hearl to do that — nor had my lady the 
desire to dismiss him. He was usede in a thousand different ways, 
gitting oppra-boxes, and invitations to French swarries, hying gloves, 
and O dc Colong, writing French noats, and such like. Always let 
me recommend an English famly, going to Paris, to have at least one 
young man of the sort about them. Never mind how old your ladyship 
is, he will make love to you ; ne\er mind what errints you send him 
upon, he’ll trot off and do them. Besides, he’s always quite and well- 
dresst, and never drinx moar than a pint of wine at dinner, which (as I 
say) is a pint to consider. Sucli a conveniants of a man was Munseer 
de L’Orge — the greatest use and comfort to my lady posbill ; if it was 
but to laff at his bad pronunciatiuni of English, it was somethink 
amusmk; the fun was to pit him against poar Miss Kickscy, he 
speakin French, and he our naytif British tong. 

My master, to do him justacc, w^as perftckly sivvle to this poar 
young Frenchman ; and having kicked him out of the place which he 
occupied, sertingly treated his fallen anymy with every respect and 
Qpnsideration. Poar modist down-heaitcd little Ferdinand adoared 
my lady as a goddice 1 and so he very polite, likewise, to my 
ma$ter-<-~never venturing once to be jellows of him, or to question my 
I-ady Griffin’s right to change her lover, if she choase to do so. 

Thus, then, matters stood ; master had two slrinx to his bq, and 
might take either the widdo or tlic orfn, as he preferred : com bong 
Iwee somblay^ as the Frentch say. His only pint was lo discover how 
tlm money was disposed off, which evidently belonged to one or other, 
or TOath. At any rate he was sure of one ; as sure as any mortal 
man can be in this sublimary spcir, where nothink is suttin except 
unseitnty. 

* / # * # * 

A very unixpected insident here took place, which in a good deal 
changed my master’s calkylations. 

One night, after conducting the two ladies to the oppra, after 
suppink of white soop, sammy-deperdrow, and shampattg glassy (which 
me^s, eyced), at their house in the Plas Vandom, xne and master 
^av hoam in the cab, as happy as possbill 
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** Chawls you d— d scoundrel* says he to me (for he was m an 
exlent burner), “when Tm mame^ 111 dubbil your wagis ’* 

This he might do, to be sure, without injanng himself, seing that 
he had as yet never paid me any# But, what then ^ Law bless us * 
thmgs aould be at apretty pass if we suvvants only lived on out wagis ^ 
our puckwisits is the thing, and no mistake 

I iKprest my gratitude as best I could, suoar that it wasn't for 
wagis 1 served him-— that I would as leaf weight upon him for nothink , 
and that never, never, so long a\» 1 livd, would 1, of my own accord, 
part from such an exlent mastei By the time these two spitches had 
been made— my spitch and his— we aiiived at the “Hotel Mirabeu 
which, as eveiy body knows, ain’t very distant from the Plas Vandome 
Up we marched to our apartmince, me carrying the hghtand the cloax, 
mastet hummink a hiii out of the oppra, as merry as a lark. 

1 opened the door of ovr salong Iheie was lights already in the 
room , an empty slnmpang bottle roalin on the floar, another on the 
table, near wluch the sofy was diawn, and on it 1 st mt old gcnlmn, 
sneaking seagais as if he d bean in an mn lap>room 

Deucexcc (who abommanates seagais, is IVc already shown) bust 
into a furious raige against the genlmn, whom he could hardly see foi 
the smoak ; and, with a number of oaves quite unnecessary *0 repeat, 
asked him what bisniss he’d there 

The smoaking chip rose, and, laying down his seagai, began a rot 
of lafHii, and said, “What ♦ Al,jy m> boy ^ don’t you know me?” 

The reader may praps rceklect a scry affecting letter which was 
published m the last chapter of these memoars , in which the wntei 
requested a loan of ^i^e hundred pound from Mr Algernon Deuceaee, 
and which bocr the lespected signatur of the Lari of Crabs, Mr 
Deueeace’s own father It was that distinguished arastycrat who was 
now smokm and laffin in our room 

My Lord Crabs was, as I preshumed, about 60 years old A stowt, 
burly, red-faced, bald headed nobleman, whose nose seemed blushing 
at what his mouth was continually swallowing , whose hand, praps, 
trembled a little , and whose thy and Icgg was not quite so full ot as 
steddy as they had been m former day s But he was a respecktabble, 
dne-loohmgi old nobleman ; and though it must be confest, i drunl^ 
wh^wrefttst made our appearance in the salong, yet by no means 
mopr so than a reel noblemin ought to be 

“What, Algy my boy shouts out his lordship, advancing and 
seasing master by the hand, “ doan’t you know your own father ? 
Master seemed anytbmk but overhappy. “My lord,” says 
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looking vary pail, and speakin rayther $low> 1 didn’t— 1 confess — 
the unat|»ccted pleasure-^of seeing yoU in Paris. The fact' is, sir,” 
said he^ recovering himself a little; ^*the fact is, there was such a 
confounded smoke of tobacco in the room, that 1 really could not 
see who the stranger was who had paid me such an unexpected visit.” 

"A bad habit, Algernon ; a bad habit,” said my lord, lighting 
another seagar : ** a disgusting and filthy practice, which you, my 
dear child, will do well to avoid. It is at best, dear Algdrnou, but a 
nasty, idle pastime, unfitting a man as well for mental exertion as for 
respectable society ; sacrificing, at once, the vigour of the intellect 
and the graces of the person. By-the>by, what infernal bad tobacco 
they have, too, in this hoteL Could not you send your servant to get 
me a few seagars at the Cafd de Paris? Give him a iivc-franc piece, 
and let him go at once, that’s a good fellow.” 

Here his lordship hiccupt, and diank off a ftesh tumbler of sham« 
pang. Very sulkily, master drew out the coin, and sent me on the 
errint. 

Knowing the Cafd dc Paris to be shut at that hour, I didn’t say a 
word, but quietly estabhsht myself in the anteroom ; where, as 
happened by a singler coinstdints, I could hear every word of the 
conversation between this cxlent pair of relatifs. 

‘‘Help yourself, and get another bottle,” says my lord, after a 
solium paws. My poar master, the king of all other compnies in 
ifliicli he moved/ seamed here but to play secknd fiddill, and went to 
dhe cubbard, from w*hich his father had already igstracted two bottils 
of his prlMe Sillary. 

He put it down before his father, coft, spit, opened the windows, 
stirred the fiee, yawned, clape his hand to his fonehead, and suttnly 
seamed as uncesy as a genlmn could be. But it was of no use ; the 
old one would not budg. “ Help yourself,” says he again, “ and pass 
me^the bottil.” 

“ You are very good, father,” says master ; “but really, I neither 
drink nor smoke.” 

“ Right, my boy : quite right. Talk about a good conscience in 
this life— a good stotMuk Is everythink. No bad nights, no headachs 
— wh ^ Quite cool and collected for your law studies In tlm naming Jh 
—eh ?” And the old nobleman heie grinned, in a manner whief 
would have done creddit tp Mr. Grimoidi. ^ 

Master sate pale and wincing, as I’ve seen a pore soldier 
the cat. He didn’t anser a word. HU cxlent pa went on, wanning 
as he continued to speak, and drinking a fresh glas at evry full stop. 
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^'How you must improve, wiUi such talente att4 sucti principles ! 
Why, Algernon, all London talks of your industry and perseverance : 
you’re not merely a philosopher, man ; hang it I you’ve got the 
^ilosopher’s stone. Fine rooms, fine horses, champagne, and all for 
a year ! ” 

presume, sir,^ says my master, ‘*that you mean the two hundred 
a year which you pay me ? ” 

“ The veiy sum, my boy ; the very sum ! ” cries my lord, lafiin as 
if he would die. “ Why, that’s the wonder ! I never pay the two 
hundred a year, and you keep all this state up upon nothing. Give 
me your secret, O you young Tnsmegistus ! Tell your old father how 
such wonders can be worked, and I will— yes, then, upon my word, I 
will— pay )ou your two hundred a year I ” 

" my lord,” says Mr. Deuceace, starting up, and losing all 
patience, <‘will you have the goodness to tell me what this visit 
means ? You leave me to starve, for all you care ; and you grow 
mighty facetious because I earn my bread. You finci me in prosperity 
and ” 

Precisely, my boy ; precisely. Keep your temper, and pass that 
bottle. 1 find you m prosperity; and a young gentleman of your 
genius and acquirements asks me why I seek your society? Oh, 
Mgernon* Algernon * this is not worthy of such a profound philosopher. 

do I seek you? Why, because you arc m piospeiity, O my 
bOn * else, why the devil should I bother myself about you ? Did I, 
your poor mother, or >our family, ever get from you a single affec* 
tionate feeling ? Did we, or any other of youi friends or intimates, 
ever know you to be guilty of a single honest or generous action ? 
Did we ever pretend any love for you, or you for us? Algernon 


Deuceace, you don’t want a father to tell you that you are a swindler 
and a spendthrift ! I have paid thousands for the debts of yourself 
and your brothers ; and, if you pay nobody else, I am determined you 
shall repay me. You would not do it by fair means, when I wrote 
to you and asked you for a loan of money. I knew you would not. 
Had 1 written again to wirn you of my coming, you would have given 
me the slip ; and so 1 came, uninvited, to force you to repay me. 

Why I am here, Mr. Algernon ; and so help yourself and pass 
Whotfle.’’ 


jT^'^fter this speach, the old genlngi sunk down on |fae sofa, and 
as much sntoke out of his mouth as \f he’d been the chimley 
of a steam-myian. 1 was pleased, I confess, with the seen, and liked 
to see this venrabble and virtuous old man a-nocking his son akouY 
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the hed ; just as Deuceace had done ifrlth Mr. Richard Blewitt, as 
Pve before shown. Master's face was^ fust, red-hot; next, chawk- 
white; and then, sky-blew. He looked for sdl the world, like Mr. 
Tippy Cooke in the tragady of FtanMnstang. At last, he mannidged 
to speak. 

^ My lord,” says he, “ I expected when I saw you that some such 
scheme was on foot. Swindler and spendthrift as I am, at least it is 
but a family failing ; and Z am indebted for my virtues to my father’s 
precious example. You* lordship has, I perceive, added dnmkenness 
to the list of your accomplishments; and, I suppose, under the 
influence of that gentlemanly excitement, you have come to make these 
preposterous propositions to me. When you are sober, you will, 
perhaps, be wise enough to know, that, fool as 1 may be, ! am not 
such a fool as you think me ; and that if I have got money, I intend 
to keep it— every farthing of it, though you were to be ten times as 
drunk, and ten times as threatening as you are now.” 

" Well, well, my boy,” said I.ord Crabs, who seemed to have been 
half-asleep during his son’s oratium, and received all his sneers and 
sarcasms with the most complete good-humour ; " well, well, if you 
will resist, tant pis pour ioL Tve no desire to rum you, recoUec t, and 
am not in the slightest degree angiy ; but I must and will have a 
thousand pounds. You had better give me the money at once ; it will 
cost you more if you don’t.” 

“ Sir,” says Mr. Deuccace, " I will be equally candid. I would not 
give you a farthing to save you from 

Here 1 thought proper to open the doar, and, touching my hat, 
said, I have been to the Cafd de Paris, my lord, but the house is 
shut.” 

^Bon: there’s a good lad ; you may keep the five francs. And 
now, get me a candle and show me downstairs.” 

But my master seized the wax taper. "Pardon me, my lord," says 
he. "What ! a servant do it, when your son is in the room? Ah> 
par crempUy my dear father," said he, laughing, " you think there is 
no politeness left among us.” And he led the wa> out 
^ " Good night, my dear boy,” said Lord Crabs; 

" God bless you, sir,” says he. "Are you wrapped warm? liind 
, the step ! ” 

" And so this affeckshnate pair parted. 
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CHAPTER in. 

MINEWVRING. 


ASTER rose the nex morning 
with a dismal countinants^ 
he seamed to think that his 
pa’s visit boded him no good. 
1 heard him muttering at his 
bie\f«ist» ind fumbling among 
his hundred pound notes; 
once he had laid a paisle of 
them aside (1 knew wliat he 
meant), to send ’em to his 
father. Hut no ” says he at 
last, clutching them all up 
together again, and throwing 
them into his esentaw, <^wbat 
harm can ho do me? If he 
is a knave, 1 know another 
who’s full as sharp. Let’s 
see it we cannot beat him at bis own weapons” With that Mr. 
Deuceace drest himself m his best clothes, and marched off to the 
Plas Vandom, to pay his cort to the fair widdo and the intresting 
orfn. 



It was abowt ten o’clock, and he propoased to the ladies, on seeing 
them, a number of planns for the day’s rackryation. Riding in the 
Body Balong, going to the Twdlaries to see King Looy Disweet (who 
was /dien the raining suffenn of the Ficnch crownd) go to chappie, 
and, iitidy, a dinner at s o’clock at the Caffy de Parry ; wheats they 
wftre all to adjourn, to see a new peace at the theatre of the Pot St* 
Maidn, called Sttssanttar and the Elders. 

' The gals agread to everythmk, exsep the two last prepositiums. 
have an^ngagement, my dear Mr. Algernon,” said my lapdy. 
*^Look-*a very kind letter from lady BobUil.” And she handdd over 
a pafewmd noat from that exolted lady. It ran thus ^ 


64 THJl MEAfOJKS OF ME. C 7 . YELLOWPIUSH. 


' SU Hmort\ Thursday^ Feb, 15, 1817. 

** MV tufULK Lady Griffin, —It is an age since we met. Harassing public 
datiesf occupy sio much myself and Lord Bobtail, that we have scarce time to 
see car private friends ; among whom, I hope, my clear Lady Griffin will 
allow me to rank her. Will you excuse so very unceremonious an invUation, 
and dine with us at the emlxissy to-day ? We shall be en peiiu comiff, and 
shall have the pleasure of hearing, I hope, some of your charming dau^tcris 
singing in the evening. I ought, pci haps, to have addressed a separate note 
'Ito dear Miss Griffin ; but I hope she will pardon a poor diplomate, who has 
so many letteis to w'lite, }ou know. 

** Farewell till seven, when I posdivelj must see you both. Ever, dearest 
Lady Griffin, your alTcctionate 

“Ei.i/a Bobtajil.” 

Such a letter from the ainbassdriss, brot by the ambasdoris 
Shassure, and scaled with his seal of arms, would aifcct anybody 
in the middling ranx of life. It droav Lady Griffin mad with 
delight ; and, long before my master's anivlc, she’d sent Mortimer 
and Fitzclarence, her two footmin, along with a polite reply in the 
affummatiffi 

Master read the noat with no such fcalinx of joy. He felt that 
there was someth ink a-going on behind the seans, and, though he 
could not tell how, was sure that some danger was near him. That 
old fox of a father of his had begun his M’ I nations pretty early ! 

Deuceace h^jaded back the letter; sneared, and poohd, and 
hinted thatsuqli^w invitation was an insult at best (what he called 
a pies ally ) ; and, the ladies might depend upon it, was only sent 
because Lady Bobtail wanted to fill up two spare places at her table. 
But Lady Griffin and Miss would not have his insinwations ; they 
knew too fu lords ever to refuse an invitatium from any one of them. 
Go they would; and poor Deuccace must dine alone. After they 
had been on their ride, and had had their other amuseniince, master 
came back with them, chatted, and laft ; he was mighty sarkastix 
with my lady ; tender and sentrymentle with Miss ; and left them 
both in high sperrits to perform their tw^ollet, before dinner. 

/ls I came to the door (for 1 was as famiUyer as a servant ct the 
house), as 1 came into the drawing-room to announts his cab,* I 
master V(?ry quietly taking his pocket-book (or pot fool, as the Fi^tich 
cal^ it) and thrusting it under one of the cushinx of the sofa. ^ What 
game is this ? thinx 1. ^ , 

Why, this was the game; In about two howrs, when he knew' 
the ladies were gon, he pretends to be vastly anxious abowt the loss 
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of his potfolio ; and hack he: gm tcf Lady Griffinses to seak for it 
there. ^ 

« Pray ,* says he, on going in, f aib Misa tKicksey If 'I^may 9^ her 
for a single mopienu^ And down conaea Miss Kieksey,, quite smiling, 
ancl happy to see him. 

" Law, Mr/Oeuceace !" says she, trying to bldsh as hard as ever 
she could, '^you quite surprise me ! 1 don’t know whether { ou|^t, 
really, being alone, to admit a gentleman.” . ^ ^ 

^ Nay, don’t say so, dear Miss Kicksey ! for do you know, 
heie for a double purpose^-^to ask about a pocket*book which I have 
tost, and buy, perhaps, have left here ; and then, to ask you if you 
will ^ve the great goodness to pity a solitary bachelor, and give him 
a ciijwf your nice tea ? 

Nice tea / I thot I should have split ; for Txh blest if mast^ bad 
eaten a morsle of dinner ! 

Never mind : down to tea they sat Do you take cream and sugar, 
dear sn:? ” says poar Kicksey, with a voice as tender as a tuttlo-duff. 

“ Both, dearest Miss Kicksey > ” answers master ; who stowed in a 
power of sashong and muffinx which would have done honour to a 
wa^awoman. 

I shan’t describe the conversation that took place betwigst mastet 
ihis young lady. The leader, praps, knows y Deuceace took the 
ifouhle >eo talk to her foi an hour, and to swallow all her tea. He 
wanted to find out fiom her all she knew aboi't |te famly money 
natters, and -settle at once which of the two Grnmises he should 


iiarry. 

The poar t^ing, of cors, was no match for such a man as my 
master. In aquarter of an houi, he had, if I may use the igspression, 
« turned her inside out.” He knew everything that she knew; and 
that, poar creature, was very little. There was nine thousand a yesa, 
she had heard say, in money, in houses, in banks in Injar, and what 
nqt. Boaththe ladies signed papers for selling or buying, and the 
money seemed equilly divided betwigst them. 

JMaeJjlla 9 lUf 9 ut a year / Deuceace went away, Ids cheex tingling, 
^beating. He, without a penny, could nea morning, if he 
of ftve thousand per hannum 

^ ♦Tw |lut how i Which had the mpney, the mother or the 
dangler? All^e tea^drinking had Hot* taught him this piece rftf 


; and Dbiceace thought it a 


that he could not 
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The ladies came back at night, mightaly pleased with their recep- 
tion at the ambasdor’s ; and, stepping out of their carridge, bid 
coachmin drive on with a gentlecnin who had banded them out — a 
stout old gentlemin, who shook hands most tenderly at parting, and 
promised to call often upon my Lady Griffin. He was so polite, that 
he wanted to mount the stairs with her ladyship ; but no^ she would 
not suffer it. o Kdward/' says she to the coachmin, quite loud, and 
(pleased that all the people in the hotel should hear her, ‘*you*will 
take the Crirriage, and drive ///j lordship home.” Now, can you guess 
who his lordship was ? The Right Hon. the Karl of Crabs, to be 
sure ; the very old genlmn whom 1 had seen on such chaimiiig 
terms with his son the day before. Master knew this the nex day, 
and began to think he had been a fool to deny his pa the tbcfcsand 
pound. 

Now, though the suckmstansies of the dinner at the ambasdor*s 
only came tomy >eais some time after, I may as well relate ’em here, 
word for word, as they was told me by the very genlmn who waited 
behind Lord Crabseacs chair. 

There was only a pi tty comity ” at dinner, as Lady Bobtail saiu , 
and my Lord Crabs was placed Initwig^t the two Griffinscs, being 
mighty ellyganl and palite to both. ‘‘Allow me,” sa>s he l(» Lady G. 
(Detweculhe soop and the fish), “my dear madam, to thank you — 
fervently thank you for your goodness to my poor boy. Your ladyship 
is loo young to experience, but, I am sure, far loo lender not to 
understand the gratitude which must fill a fund parent’s heait for 
kindness shown to his child. Believe me,” says my lord, looking her 
^lland tenderly in the face, -‘that the favours you have done to 
another have been done equally to myself, and awaken in my bosom 
the same grateful and affectionate feelings with which you have 
already inspired my son Algernon.’* 

Lady Griffin blusht, and droopl her head till her ringlets fell into 
her fish-plate : and she swallowed Lord Ciabs’s dumry just as she 
would so many musharu«ns. My lord (whose powers of slack-jaw was 
notoarious) nex addrast another spitch to Miss Griffin. He Said he’d 
heard how Deuceace was situated. Miss blusht— what a hapj^ dog 
he was— Miss blusht crimson, and then he sighed deeply, and began 
eating his tuibat and lobster sos, Master was a good un at fiumry, 
but, law bless you ! he was no moar equill to the old man than a mole- 
hill is to a mounting. Before the night was over, be had made as 
much progress as another man would in a car. One almost forgot his 
red nose and his big stomick, and his wicked leering i’s, in his gentle 
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insmiwattAg woice, his fund atiove all^ the bewtifie, 

moi], seligious, #hd honralible toan df lii$^ geftrat conversation. Praps 
>ou will say ti^t these ladies werpi ^ ^tpple^ migbtaly esaiy 

captivated; but lecklect^ my dear sin that they were fresh from Injar, 
•--^that the^d not sean many lords, ^that they adoaredthe peetidge, 
as every honest woman does m England who has proper feelimc, and 
has read the fashnabble nowles,--aTid that here at Paris was their 
|fust step into fashnabble sosiaty. 

Well, after dinner, while Miss Matilda was singing “ Vu ta$aU? 
<xt ^ Dip your chaitl^ or some of them sellabrated Italyian hairs (when 
she began this squall, hang me if she’d ever stop), my lord gets hold 
of Lady Griffin again, and gradgaly begins to talk to her in a very 
different stiane. 

" What a blessing it is for us all,” says he, " tliat Algernon has 
'^iind a fiiend so respectable as yom ladjship.” 

^ ^iiileeU, my lord , and why^ I suppose I am not the Only re- 
snerl^bie fhend that Mr. Deuceac e has ? ” 

" No, surely ; not the only one he ha% had; his birth, and, permit 
iiio to say, his 1 claiionship to myself, have procured him many. But — ’’ 
iherc tny lord heaved a very affecting and laigc sigh). 

"But what?” says my lady, lafTing at the igspicssion of his 
disnul face. "You don’t mean that Mr. Deuceace has lost them or 
is unworthy of them ?” 

" I truslnot, my dear madam, I trust not ; but he is wild, thought- 
less^ extravagant, and embariassed and you know a man under these 
circumstances is not veiy particulai as to his associates.” 

" Lmbarrassecl ? Good heavens ! He says he has two thousand 
a year left him by a god-mother ; and he does not seem even to spend 
his income — aorcry handsome independence, too, for a bachelor.” 

I My lord nodded his head sadly, and said, — " Will your ladyship 
give me your word of honour to be secret? My son has but a 
'thous^pid a year, which I allow him, and is heavily in debt. He has 
played, fuadam, I fear ; and for this reason I am so glad to^hear that 
he respectable domestic circle, where he mnpLy learn, in the 

P*®®*f^^^**^?*^*^*' purer attractions, to forget the dice-box, 
atvd>die ^ company which has been kis bane.” 

My Lady Griffin looked very grave indeed. Was it true ? Waa 
Deuceace sinc^ in his professions of love, or was he only a sharper, 
•wooing her for her money? Could shh doubt her informer? own 
^fithec. and, w h^ s more, a real fleidi and blood pear of parlymenit? 
She determbeome wptdd try him. Praps she did not know she had* 
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liked Deuceace so much, until she keUi.^^ jM'how much she should 
haie him if she found he'd been playing Wl^dse. 

The evening was over, and baxik they came, as weeVe seen, --my 
lord driving home in my lady’s carridge, her ladystup and Miss walk- 
ing upstairs to their own apartmince. 

Here, for a wonder, was poar Miss Kicksy quite happy and 
smilmg, and evidently full of a secret, — something mighty pleasant, to 
judge from her loox. She did not long keep it. Aa she was making 
tea for the ladies (for in that house tliey took a cup regular before bed- 
time), “Well, my lady,” says she, “who do you think has been to 
drink tea with me ?” Poar thing, a fiendly face was an event in her 
life — a tea-party quite a hera I 

“ Why, perhaps, Lenoir my maid,” says my lady, looking grave. 
“ I wish, Miss Kicksey, you would not demean yoursdif by mixing 
with my domestics. Recollect, madam, that you are sister to Lady 
Griffin.” J 

“No, my lady, it was not Lenoir; it was a gentleman, an^a 
hsmdsome gentleman, too.” 

“ Oh, it was Monsieur de FOrge, then,” says Miss ; “ he promised 
to bring me some guitar-strings.” 

“ No, nor yet M. de FOrge. He came, but was not so polite as to 
ask for me. What do you think of your own beau, the Honourable 
Mr. Algernon Deuceace ; ” and, so saying, poar Kicksey clapped her 
hands together, and looked as joyde as if she’d come into a fortin. 

“ Mr. Deuceace here; and why, pray?” says my lady, who reck- 
lected aQ that his exlent pa had been saying to her. 

“ Why, in the first place, he had left his pocket-book, and in die 
second, he wanted, he said, a dish of my nice tea ; which he took, and 
stayed with me an hour, or moar.” 

“And pray, Miss Kicksey,” said Miss Matilda, quite contempt 
shttsly, “ what may have been the subject of your conversation with 
Mr. Algernon ? Did you talk politics, or music, or fine arts, or meta- 
physics?” Miss M. being what was called a d/ug mp$t hump- 
backed women in sosiaty are), always made a pint to speak c^lhese 
grand subjects. ; ^ 

' “ No, indeed ; he talked of no such awful matters. If U 

know, Matilda, I should never have understood him. First we talked 
about jdie weather, next about muffins and crumpets. Crumpets, he 
said, he liked best ; and then we talked” (here Miss Klcksey’s voice 
fell) “about poor dear Sir George in heaven ! what<a good husband 
he was, and“*-'' **■ 
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Whae a good fi>rtutt6.he Misn l^dbey ?” says my lady, 

with a hsatdf sneoring voic«i aad i ^abd^ido grin* 

^-Ves, dear Leoaorai he spd^eim tes|^(c^ly .of yout blessed 
nusbaad, and semiiSd so anxious about you and it was quite 

charmiiig to hear him, dear man 2 ** 

^And pmy. Miss Kicksey, what did you tell him?^ 

" Oh, 1 told him that you and X«eonora had nine thousand a year, 

and 

« What then?” 

" Why, nothing ; that is all 1 know. I am sure 1 wish I had 
ninety,” says poor Kirksey, her eyes turning to heaven. 

ff Ninety fiddlesticks ! Did not Mr. Deuceace ask how Jhe money 
was left, and to which of us ? ” 

<*ycs j but I could not tell him.” 

‘‘ I knew it ! ” says my lady, slapping down her tea-cup, — I knew 
it!'* 

‘'Well ! ” says Miss Matilda, “ and why not, Lady Griffin? There 
IS no reason you should break your tea-cup, because Algernon asks a 
harmless question. He is not mercenary; he is all candour, inno- 
cence generosity 2 He is himself blessed with a sufficient portion of ^ 
the world’s goods to be content ; and often and often has he told me 
he hoped the woman of his choice might come to him without a 
penny, that he might show the purity of his affection.” 

** doubt,” says my lady. Perhaps the lady of his choice is 
Miss Madlda Griffin ! ” and she flung out of the room, slamming ihe 
floor, and leaving Miss Matilda to bust into tears, as was her reglar 
ehstom, and pour her loves and woas into the buiszom of Miss 
Kicksey. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

“HITTING IHE NALE ON IHI H3EDD ” 

HK nex morning, down came 
me and master to Lady Gnf- 
finses,— I amusing myself witli 
the gals in the antyroom, he 
pa>ing his devours to the 
ladies in the salong. Miss 
was iht' mming on her gitter ; 
my iad> uas bcioie a gieat 
bo' of papers, busy w*.'' ac- 
counts, bankers' books, law- 
yeib’ letters, and what not 
1 aw bless us * it’s a kwid of 
bisniss I should like well 
enuff especially when my 
hannual account was seven 
01 eight thousand on the 
nght side, like my lady's* 
My lady in this house kep all these matters to herself. Miss was a 
vast deal too sentnmentle to mind business. 

Miss Matilda’s eyes spatklcd as master came In ; she pinted 
|i;racefully to a place on the sof> beside hei, which Deuceace took* 
My lady only looked up for a moment, smiled very kindly, and dowd 
went her head among the papets agen, as busy as a B. 

“Lady Onfhn has had letters from London,” says Miss, 
nasty lawyers and people. Come here and sit by me, yoti nastghty 
man you t” ^ 

And down sat master. “Willingly,” says he, “my dear^iss* 
Criffia ; why, I declare, it is quite a tite’h-Utel t ' 

“Well* says MiSs (after the pnllimnary iluiniies, in ^)r$e),“we 
met a driei^ of yours at the embassy, Mr. Deuceace." 

“My father, doubtless ; he is a great friend of the embassador, 
^nd surprised Dtie myself by a visit the night befbqilast* 

^ I 
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<^What a deat delightfid old t^l.how he loves you, Mr. 
Deuceace I ^ 

** Oh, amani^y 1 ” says maBter, thrdiring his to heaven. 

<< He spoke of nothiiij^ !>ut you, and suc^ praises of you i” 

Masto: breathed more freely. ^ He is very good, my dear &ther ; 
but lihnd, as all fathers are, he is so partial and attached to me.” 

He spoke of you being his favourite child, and r^etted that you 
were not his eldest son. < I can but leave him the small portion of a 
younger brother/ he said ; ‘ but never mind, he has talents, a noble 
name, and an independence of his own.’ ” 

An independence ? yes, oh yes ; 1 am quite independent of toy 
father.” 

*^Two thousand pounds a ycai left you by youi godmother ; the 
very same >uu told us you know.” 

Nt tlitr more noi less,” says master, bobbing his head ; '^a 
n/nf icn» y, niy dear Miss Gnlfrn, — ^to a man of my moderate habits 
rin unp'e proviaion.” 

** H>'-tho-by,’ cries out Lady Griffin, mtcirupting the conversation, 
“>ou who are talking about money matters there, I wish you would 
come to the aid of poor mc ' Come, naughty boy, and help me oat 
with this long long sum.” 

DidnH he that’s all ^ My how his I’s shone, as he skipt 
aaoss the room, and seated himself by my lady ' 

Look’” said she, “my agents wiite me over that they have 
Yerc'ved a remittance of 7,200 lupces, at 2j. <jd a rupee. Do tell me 
what the sum is, in pounds and shillings ; ” which master did with 
great gravity. 

“Nine bundled and ninety pounds. Good; 1 daresay. you are 
right. I’m sure I can’t go through the fatigue to see. And now 
comes another question. AVhose money is this, mine or Matilda’s? 
You see it is tlie interest of a sum m India, which we ha\*e not had 
occasion to touch ; and, according to the teims of poor Sir George’s 
will, 1 really don’t know how to dispose of the money except to spend 
it Matilda, what shall we do with it ? ” 

ma’am, I wish you would arrange the business yoursdfi” 

' then, Algernon, ytm tell me ; ” and she laid her head on 

hb, and looked him most pathetickly in the face. 

“Why,” says he, “I don’t know how Sir George left his moiooyf 
you must let me see his wjU, first” 

“Oh,iViningly” 
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Master’s diair seemed suddenly to luve got springs in the cushns ; 
he was obliged to , 

Look here^ I have only d copy^ taken by my hand from Sir 
George’s own manuscript. Soldiers^ you know, do not employ 
Uwyeia much, and this was written on the n||^t before going into 
action.” And she read, “ * I, Geoige Griffin/ &c. &c.— you know how 
these things begin-»-^ being now of sane mind um, urn,— * leave 

to my friends, Thomas Abraham Hicks, a colonel in the H. £• X. 
Comp'^^’s Setvice, and to John Monro Mackirkincroft (of the house 
of '"^ckiikmcroft, and Dobbs, at Calcutta), the Whbte of my 
property, ^ realised <as speedily as they may (consistently with 
the interests e property), in trust for my wife, Leonora Emilia 
Griffin (bom L. £. Kicksey), and my only legitimate child, Mati|j^ 
Griffin. The interest resulting from such property to be paid to thiritb 
share and share alike ; the principal to remain untouched, ii k j l to 
names of the said T. A. Hicks and J. M. Madarkincroft, untif^e 
death of my wife, Leonora Emilia Griffin, when it shall be paid to my 
daughter, Matilda Griffin, her heirs, executors, or assigns.’ ” 

“ There,” said my lady, “ we won’t read any more ; all the rest is 
stuff. But now you know the whole business, tell us what is to be 
done with the money ? ” 

*^Why, the money, unquestionably, should be divided between 
you.” 

“ Tant fnietix^ say I ; I really thought it had been all Matilda’s.” 

• ♦ ♦ • * 

There was a paws for a minit or two after tlie will had been read. 
Master left the desk at which he had been seated with hei^ladyship, 
paced up and down the room for a while, and then came xii^ ^ <9 the 
place where Miss Matilda was seated. At last he said, in a low^ 
trembling voice,— 

** I am almost sorry, my dear Lady Griffin, that you have read that 
will to me; for an attachment such as mine must seem, I foar, mer- 
ceQary, when the object of it is so greatly favoutkd by worldly fortune* 
Mla$ Griffn— Matilda I I know I may say the word ; your dedif eyes 
gra^t'me the permission. I need not tell you, or you, dear motihw^hi- 
law, how long, how fondly, I have adored you. My taddet# foy 
beaudfo! Matil^ I wiO not affect to say I have not read yckw heart 
m n&d that I have not known the preference with which you 
bare honoured me. Speak tt, dear girl ! from your jsweet lips : 
in the presence of an affectionate parent, utter the sentence which is 
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to seal my liappiAess for MatHdai ^«avist Matilda \ say, oh say^ 
that you love me !** 

Miss M, shivered^ tonuMl pail, ttutdsS her abqut, and fell on 
master’s neck, tvhisijjaang hodibly, ^ I do I* 

My lady looked pair for a moment with her teikh gtmding, 
her i’s glaxing, her busm throbbing, and her chock white ; for all 
the world like Madam Pasty, in the oppra of Mydear’^ (whed she’s 
goin to* mudder her childnng, you recldect) ; and out she doimced 
front the room, without a word, knocking down poar me, who hap- 
pened to be very near the dor, and leaving my master along wdth his 
crook-back mistress. 

IVe repotted the speech he miide to her pretty well. The feet is, 1 
got it In a ruff copy; only on the copy it’s wrote, *^La 4 fy Griffin, 
I^mra instead of Mis^ Gnffin, Maitlda^* as in the abu£^ and 
so on. 

Master had h^t the right nail on the head this time^ he thought : 

his adventorb an’t over yet. 
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CHAPTER V. 

IHF GRiniN'S CLAWS. 


,ELL, master had hit the right 
f nail on the head th*s time : 
thanx to luck -the crooked- 
one, to be sure, but then it had 
the (^oold nobby 'uh^ch was the 
pait Deuteacc most valued* 
^ \ IS well he should » being a 
\ ronnyshuie as to the lelletifif 
* valyou of piet ous metals, and 
^ mum preferring \^pnggoo}d 
^ like this to poor old battered 
H lion like my Lady Gnlhnu 
^ And so, m spite ot his 
fathei ^cil which old noblemm 
^ ^ Ml Deuccace now snapt his 
^ fingeis), in spite of his detts 
(which, to do him Justus, had 
never stood much in his way), 
and in spite of his povatty, idleness, extravagans, swindling, dnd 
debotchenes of all kiids (which an't generally very favorable to a 
young man who has to make his way in the world) ; in spite of all, 
there he was, 1 say, at the topp of the trea, the fewcher master of a 
perfbet forton, the defianced husband of a fool ^ a wife* What can 
mortiat man want more ? Vishns of ambishn imw occupied his soak 
Shj^dfing boxes, oppra boxes, money boxes always full ; hunters at 
seat in the house of Commins * heaven knows what ! and 
not a pear Ibotman, who only describes what he’s seen, and can^ in 


cors, peonytrate into the idears and the busms of mem 
^ You may be shore that the three-cornered noats came pretty thidc 
now hoax the Grifiinses. Miss was always a-writmgthem btibar*; and 
noWj||Kite> n06n, and momink, breakfast, dinner, and sopper, in they 
danie, tiU my pantry (for master never read ’etp^ and I carried ’em out) 
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was puffickly intolrabble ftota the o<|or of musk, axnbygrease, bargy- 
mot, and other sense with winch diey w^ hnptegniated. Here’s the 
contense of three on ’em, which I’ve hop in my dex these twenty years 
as skeewriosities. Faw 1 1 can smel ’em at this very mimt, as I am 
copying thein dowiu, 

’ ** Billy Doo. No. I. 

Monday mornk^^ 2 ddoch, 

** 'Tis the witching hour of night. Luna illumines my chamber, and fails 
upon my sleepless pillow. By her light I am induing these words to thee, 
my Algernon. My brave and beautifiil, my sours lord ! when shall the time 
come when the tedious night shall not sc pat ate us, nor the blessed day? 
Twelve ! one ! two ! 1 have heard the bells chime, and the quarters, and 
never cease to think of my husband. My adored Perry, paidon the girlish 
confession,—! have kissed the letter at this place. Will thy lips press it 
too, and remain lor a moment on the spot which has been equally sainted by 
your 

‘‘Matilda?” 

This was the /ust letter, and was brot to our house by one of the 
poar footmin, Fit/daience, at sicks o’clock in the morning. I thot it 
was for life and death, and woak master at that extiaomary hour, and 
gave it to him. 1 shall never ioigit him, when he red it ; he cramped 
it up, and he cust and swoar, applying to the lady who roat, the 
genimn that brought it, and me who iiitiojuiced it to his notice such a 
collection of epitafs as I seldura hcred, excep at Bilhnxgit The fact 
1^ thiss ; for a fust letter, miss’s noat was raf/ur too strong and 
sentymcntle. But that was her way; she was always reading 
melancholy stoary books—" Thadusc of Wawsaw,” the " Sorrows of 
MacWhlrter,” and such like. 

After about 6 of them, master never yoused to read them ; but 
handid them over to me, to see if there was anythink in them which 
must be answered, in order to kip up appearuntses. The next 
letter is 

♦ No. II, 

Bejex>VVP I to what strange madnesses will passion lead one ! Lady Grifitu, 
since your avowal yesterday, has not spoken a woid to your poor Matilda ; 
has dedared that she will admit no one (heigho 1 not even you, my Algernon); 
and has locked herself in her own dressing 100m. I do believe that she is 
/ealouSf and fancies that you were in love with //cr/ Ha, ha ! I could hSEVe 
told her omihtr //r/^n’estnee pas? Adieu, adieu, adieu! A thousagA 
thousand unllion kisses t 

•*Miff9d^ qfimnwtt 2 dciockP 


"M. a 



78 THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C % YELLOWPLUSH 

There wae another letter kern before bedtime ; for though me and 
master called at the GriSthses, we waimt aloud to enter at no price. 
Mortimer and Fitzclarcnce grin'd at me^ as |puch as to say we were 
going be relations ; but. I don^t spose master was very sorry when 
he was obleached to come back without seelryt, the fore objict of his 
affeckshna * 

Well, on Chewsdy there was the same game ; ditto on Wensday ; 
only, when we called there, who should we see but our father. Lord 
Cral^, who was waiving his hand to Miss Kicksey, and saying 
skauld be back to dinner at 7 , just as me and master came up the 
stares. There was no admittns for us though. " Bah i bah ! never 
mind/' says my lord, taking his son afifeckshnately by the hand. 
^ What, two strings to your bow ; ay, Algernon ? The dowager a 
little jealous, miss a little lovesick. But my lady's fit of anger will 
vanish, and 1 promise you, my boy, that you shaJl sec your fair one 
to-morrow." 

And so saying, my lord walked master down stares, looking at Mm 
as tender and affeckshnat, and speaking to him as sweet as posbill. 
Master did not know what to thmk of It. He never new what game 
his old father was at ; only he somehow felt that he had got his head 
in a net, in spite of his suxess on Sunday. I knpw it — 1 knew it quite 
well, as soon as 1 saw the old genlmn igsammin him, by a kind of 
smile which came over his old face, and was somethink betwigst the 
angellic and the direbollicle. 

But master’s dowts were cleared up nex day and every thing was 
bright again. At brexfast, in comes a note with inclosier, boath of 
witch I here copy 

No. IX. 

“ Thursday mornings 

** Victoria, Victona ! Mamma has yielded at last ; not her consent tff our 
union, bat her consent to receive you as before ; and has promised t 6 forget 
the past. ^ Silly woman, how could she evei thmk of yoa as anything but the 
lover of fom Matilda ? 1 am in a whirl of delicious joy and paufrlon at e ex* 
citemait Z have been awake all this long night, thinking of thee, my Alger- 
Aoui M kmgixig for the blissful hour of meeting. 

«<Come! 

, ' - G." 

Tliis is Ae inclosier from my lady 

WILL not tdl you that your bdhaviour on Sunday did not de^ly shock 
me. 1 had been f^lish enough to dunk of other plenty end to foncy your 
^ithrt (if you had any) was fixed elsewfaeie than pu whose foibles you 
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have often laughed with me, and who^e petm nt least cannot have channed 
you. ^ V 

*<My atep-daughter will not, t praum^ tunny without at least going 
through the ceremony of adding my cons!mt ; 1 cannot, as yet, give It. Have 
I not reason to doubt whether she will be happy In trusting herself to you? 

Bttt she IS of age, and has the right to receive in her own house all those 
who may he s^Teeable to her,— certainly you, who are likely to be one day so 
nearly connected with her. If 1 have honest reason to bebeve that your love 
for Miss Griffin is sincere ; if 1 find in a few months that you yourself aie 
sUll desrous to marry her, I can, of course, place no fuitlier obstacles in your 
way, 

“You aie welcome, then, to letum to our hotel. I cannot promise to 
receive you as 1 did of old ; you would despise me if 1 did. I can promise, 
however, to think no more of all that has passc«l between u«, and yie^ up my 
own happiness for that of the daughter of my dcai husband. 

•*L. E. G.” 

Well, now, an’t this a manly, straitforard letter en<‘^u^h, and natral 
from a woman whom we had, to confess the truth, treated most 
scttwily? Master thought so, and went and made a tender, respeckfiil 
speach to Lady Griffin (a. little ftumry costs nothink). Giave and 
sonofle he ki»t her hand, and, speakin in a very low adgitayted voice, 
caHd Hevn to witness how he dcplord that his conduct should ever 
have given rise to such an unfortut idecr : but if he might offer her 
esteem, respect, the wannest and tcndeiest admiration, he trusted she 
wouM accept the same, and a deal moar flumry of the kind, with 
dark, solium glansis of the eyes, and plenty of white pockit-hankercher. 

He thought he’d make all safe. Poar fool ! he was in a net— sich 
a net as 1 never } et see set to ketch a roag in. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE JEWEI* 

[IE Sbevalier de TOrge, the 
young Frenchmin whom I 
wrote of in my last, who had 
been rather shy of his visits 
while master was coming it 
so very strong, now came 
back to his old place by the 
side of Lady Griffin : there 
was no iove now, though, 
betwigst him and master, al- 
though the shevailier had 
got his lady back agin; 
Deuceacc biping corapleady 
devotedTo his crqokid 
Veanus. 

The shevalicr was a little, 
pale, moddisl, insinifishnt 
creature ; and I shoodnT 
have thought, from his appearants, would have the heart to do harm 
to a fli, much less to stand befor such a tremendious tiger and fire- 
eater as my master. But I see putty well, after a week,' from bis 
manner of going on— -of speakin at master, and lookin a$ him; and 
^ding his lips tight when Deuceacc came into the room, diid . 

.at him wrdt his i's, that he hated the HonrabbJe Algernon ' 

; SSaii i tell you why ? Because my Lady Griffin haled 
than pison, or the dewle, or even wuss than 
in^iaw, P;^j|^:you phansy that the letter you have jij§s rrf 
praps ^ a&aidgiiii that the scan of the reading of ' thh v® tame oh 
b/ hleirf chaiiSi' and in the reglar corr'of suckthstansies a9 k 

gnn% t jpftj reglar trap ; and that extrodhi^ jd^yor ybiing man, 

my masteir, as neatly put his foot into:it,.as evt^ 

'preserve. I 
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The shev*ilier hid his q fiom Lady Gnffin When Dtuce'icc 
vi»nt olf the fcild, b?ck came De I Orge to her feet, not a witt lebs 
1 ndei than befor Por fellow, por felloiK * he re illy loved this w 0111*111 
iJe might ab well h ive foln in love with a boreronstructor * He via 
blinded and be it by the powci wich she had got over him, that if 
shf told him black was white hed beleavc it, or if she ordeicd him*''t) 
loinmit murdci, hed do it she wanted something very like it, 1 (in 
tdl you 

1 VC alreidv said how, in ihe fust part of then acquaintance, m istcr 
u><d to latt It lielOiges bad Inglish, and funny ways Ihe little 
c’-xtuic had a thovisnd of these, and oemg smill, and a I renchman, 

1 lastc , III cors, looked on him with that good humoured kind of ton 
icmp which i good Biittn ol alua>s to show He rijther treated him 
le in intelligent munky than a man, lud ordered him about as if hed 
f>« a my lady s footman 

All this munscer look in \ciy ^)^d pot iinnl ifici the quail 
Utwigst master and Lady (rnihn , wiun hit lad> took earc to tuin 
the tables Wheneiei master ind n •> wvrt not piesent is I 
hi aid the servants say), she used to * ill it sliev Ih ly for h ob( qim e 
and suillatty to master l«or her put, ‘‘he wondered hov i min 
of his birth could act a scrvnt how in> nun could submit to such 
^ontemshcous behaaiour from another and then sht toid him how 
Deuieace was alWi\s snearmg at him btl mrl his back how, in I ict, 
ho o ight to h itc hini corjaly, and 1 )w i» v is suttnlv time to show h > 
spcrrit 

W ell, the poai httk man belt \ed ll this fiom his hart ind w is 
angrj 01 pleased, gentle or quai'suui, igsictly is my lady liked Ihtie 
got to be frequmt row** betwig'it him ind mister, shiip words 
at each other t< ross the dinner t''ble , disjic wts aoout hind ng I idies 
their smeling-botls, or seeing then' to then ( u ridge , 01 going m lud 
out of a roam fust, or any such nonsinct* 

“ For bean’s sake,” I heerd my lidv, in the nudl of one of these 
tiffs, say, pail, and the tears trembling m hei ib, “do, do be calm, 
Mr Dcueeace Monsieur de Wrge^ 1 beseuh you to for^iae him 
You are, both of you, so esteemed, lov’d, by members of this f imih , 
that for Its peace as well as your own, you should forbear to qu iticl 

It was on the way to the Sally Mangy that this bi angling hid 
begun, and it ended jest as they were seating therosebes I shall 
never foigit poar little De VOrge’d eves, when my lady said “ both of 
YOU ’ He staiPd at my lady for a momint, turned piil, red, iookd 
Wild, and then, going round to master, shook his hand as if he would 

Q 
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have wrung it off. Mr. Dcurcace only bow'd and grinM, and turned 
away quite stately ; Miss heaved a loud O from her busm, and looked 
up in his &ce with an igspreshn jest as if she could have eat him up 
with love ; and the little .shevalliay sate down to bis soop-plate, and 
wus so happy, that I’m blest if he wasn't crying! lie thought the 
widdow had made her declyration, and would have him ; and so 
thought Deuceace, who look'd at her for some time mighty bitter and 
contempshus, and then fell a-talking with Miss. 

Now, though master didn't choose to marry Lady Griffin, as he 
might have done, he yet thought fit to be very angry at the notion of 
her marrying anybody else; and so, consquintly, was in a fewry at this 
confision which she had made regarding her parshaleaty for the French 
shevaleer. 

And this I've jicrseavcd in the cor& of my expearants through life, 
that when you vex him, a roag s no longer a roag : you find hun out 
at oust w'hcn he's in a passion, for he shows, as it Wttre, his cloven 
foot tlie very instnt you tread on it. At least, this is w'hat yottn^^ 
roags do j it requires very cool blood and long practis to get ovcf 
this pint, and not to show your pashn w^hen you feel it and snarl 
>vhcn you are angry. Old Crabs wouldn’t do it ; being like another 
noblemin, oi whom 1 heard the Duke of Wellington say, while 
waiting behind his graci's chair, that if you were kicking him from 
behind, no one standing before him would know it, from the bewtiflo 
smiling igspreshn of his face. Young muster hadn’t got so far in 
the thief s grammer, and, when he w'as angry, sbow’d it. And it’s 
also to be remarked (a very profownd observatin for a footmin, but 
we have i’s though wc do wear plush britchis), it’s to be remarked, 1 
say, that one of these chaps is much sooner maid angry than another, 
because honest men yield to other people, roags never do ; honest 
men love other people, roags only themselves; and the slightest 
thing which comes in the way of thir beloved objects sets them 
fewrious. Master hadn’t led a life of gambling, swindlfutg, and every 
kind of debotch to be good-tempered at the end of it, I pronimis 
vou. 

He was in a pashun, and when he was In a pashn, a menre insalent, 
insuffrable, overbearing broot didn’t live. 

This was the very pint to which my lady wished to bring him ; for 

1 must tell you, that though she had been trying all her jnight to set 
master and the shevalliay by the years^she had suxeaded only so far as 
to make them hate each other profowndly: but somehow or other, the 

2 cox wouldn’t^Af. 
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1 doan't think Deuceace ever susp^qted any game, on the part of 
lier ladyship, for she carried it on so a^toirAliy, that the quarts which 
daily took place betwigst him and- the Frenchman never seemed to 
come from her ; on the contry, sh^ ^cted the r^lar pease-maker 
between them, as I Ve just shown In the tiif which took place at the 
door of the Sally Mangy. Besidcil, the 2 young men, though reddy 
enough lo snarl, were natrally unwilling to cum to bloes. I’ll tell 
you why ; being friends, and idle, they spent their ttiomins as young 
fashnabbies genrally do, at billiads, fensing, riding, pistle-shooting, or 
•some such improoving study. In billiads, master beat the Frenchmn 
hollow (and had won a pretious sight of money from him : but that's 
neither herp nor there, or, as the French say, ontny nco ) ; at pistle-. 
{hooting, master could knock down eight immidges out pf ten, and 
De rOrge seven ; and in fensing, the Frenchman could pink the 
Honorable Algernon dowm ' eviy one of his weskit buttns. They'd 
each of them been out more than onst, for every Frenchman "will 
fight, and master had been obleag*d to do so in the cors of his 
bisniss ; and knowing each- other's curridg, as well as the fact that 
either could put a hundrld bolls running into a hai at 30 yards, they 
wairn't' very willing to try such exparrymence upon their own hats 
with their own heads in them. So you see they kep quiet, and only 
grould at each other..^' 

But to-day peuceace was in one of his thundering black burners ; 
and when in this way he wouldn't stop for man or devvle. I said that 
he walked away from the shevalliay, who had given him his hand in 
his sudden bust of joyfie good-humour ; and who, I do bleave, would 
have hugd a she-bear, so very happy was he. Master walked away 
from him pale and iQtty/> and, taking his seat at table, no moor 
mindid the brandlshments of Miss Griffih, but only replied to them 
with a pshaw, or a\dam at one of us servnts, or abuse of the soop, or 
the wine ; cuising hzid swearing like a trooper, and not like a wel-bred 
sen of a noble 

Will your Iad;^bip,^’ says he, slivering off the wing of a pully ally 
" allow itte td helj^ . 

. « I tlu^nk^ you t "no j but I :Will trouble Monsieur de^rOrge.” And 
towards (that a most tender and fasnating 

smile. ’■ -.’/r ' ~ v 

<<Your iadyShifl Ms taji& a veiy admiration for Mr^ de 

rOrge's calling. used ^ like mine; Once" ^ 

“ You are vcty-jSjjjUful ^ but to-day, if you will allow me, I witf.par- 
take of something ^ singer.*’ 
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The Frenchman helped ; and, being so happy, in cors, spilt the- 
gravy. A great -blob of brown sos spurted on to master’s chick, and 
myandrewd down his shert collar and virging-white weskit. 

“ Confound you 1 ” says he, “ M. de TOrge^ you have done this on 
purpose.” And down went his knife and fork, over went his tumbler 
of wine, a deal of it into poar Miss Grifhnses lap, who looked fritened 
and ready to cry. 

My lady bust into a fit of laffin, peel upon peel, as if it was thp best 
joak in the world. De TOrge giggled and grin’d too. “ Pardong,” 
says he ; “ meal pardong, mong share munseer.”'* And he looked a<r 
if he would have done it again for a penny. 

The little Frenchman was quite in extasis; he found himself all 
of a suddn at the very top of the trea and the laff for onst turned 
against his rivle : he actialy had the ordassaty to propose to my lady 
in English to take a glass of wine. 

“ V'eal you,” says he, in his jargin, “ take a glas of Mad^re viz me,- 
mi ladi?” And he looked round, as if he'd igsackly hit the English 
manner and pronunciation. 

“With the greatest pleasure,” says Lady G., most graciously 
nodding at him, a.'d gazing at him as she drank up the wine. She’d 
refused master before, and this didn’t increase his good-humer. 

Well, they went on, master snarling, snapping, and swearing, 
making himself, I must confess, as much of a blaggard as any I ever 
see ; and my lady employing iier time betwigst him and the sheval- 
liay, doing every think to irritate master, and flatter the Frenchmn. 
Desert came : and by this time, Miss was stock-still with fright, the 
chevalcer half tipsy with pleasure and gratafied vannaty, my lady 
puffickly raygent with smiles and master bloo with rage. 

Mr. Deucejice,” says my lady, in a most winning voice, after a 
little chaffing (in which she only worked him up moar and moar), “ may 
I trouble you for a few of those grapes? they look delicious.” 

For answer, master seas’d hold of the grayp dish, and sent it 
sliding dowm the table to De TOrge; upsetting, in his way, fruit-plates, 
glasses, dickanters, and heaven knows what. 

Monsieur 'de rOrge,”says he, shouting out at the top of his voice, 

“ have the, goodness to help Lady Griffin. She wanted giapc» long 
iWy and has found out they are sour I ” . , y . - , . 


* In tlie Jong dialogues, wchave generally ventured.^ change the peculiar 
■pdling of our friend Mr. Yellowplush. . ;* 



MR, DEUCKACE AT PARIS. 


85 


There was a dead paws of a moment or so« 

4- # « ft # 

« Ah ! ” says my lady, “votis osez mlnsulter, devant mcs gens, 
dans ma propre maison— c’est par trop fort, monsieur.” And up she 
got, and flung out of the room. Miss followed her, screeching out, 
“ Mamma— for God’s sake — Lady Griffin !” and here the door slammed 
on the pair. 

Her ladyship did vety* mcll to speak French. De POrge would 
not have miderstood her che ; as it was he heaid quite enough; and 
as the door clikt loo, in the presents of me, and Messeers Mortimer 
and FitzcLirence, the family footmen, he walks round to my master, 
and hits h^m a slap on the face, and says, ‘*PreAds ^a, mentcur ct 
lache!” which means, “Take that, you liar and cowaid !”— raythcr 
stiong igspreshns for one genhnn to use to another. 

Master staggered back and looked bewildci ed ; and then he gave 
a l:ind of a scream, and then he made a run at the Frenchman, and 
\hu. ^ic and Mortimer flung ourselves upon him, whilst Fitzclarence 
cnd«aced the shevalliay. 

‘‘A demain !” says he, clinching his little fist, and walking away 
not very sorry to git off. 

When he was fairly down stares, we let go of master : who swal- 
lowed a goblit of water, and then paw sing a little and pulling out his 
pus. he presented to Messeers Moi timer and ritzclarence a luydor 
eacli. “I will give you five more to-morrow,” says he, “if you will 
promise to keep this secrit.” 

And then he walked in to the ladies. If you knew,” says he, 
going up to Lady Griffin, and speaking very slow (in cors wc weie all 
at the keyhole), ** the pain I have endured in the last minute, in con- 
sequence ot the rudeness and insolence of which 1 have been guilty to 
your ladyship, you would think my own remorse was punishment 
sufficient, and would grant me pardon.” 

My lady bowed, and said she didn*t wish for explanations. Mr. 
Deuceace was her daughter’s guest, and not hers ; but she certainly 
would never demean herself by sitting again at table with him. And 
so saying, out she boltid again. 

“Ohl Algernon! Algernon!” says Miss, in teers, “what is this 
dreadful mystery— these fearful shocking quarrels? Tell me, has 
anything happened ? Where, where is the chevalier ? ” 

Master smiled and said, “ Be under no alarm, my sweetest Matilda. 
T)e rOige did not understand a word of the dispute ; he was too much 
in love for that. He is but gone away for half an hour, I believe ; 
and will return to coffee.” 
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1 knew what mastei's game was, for if Miss had got a hmkiing of 
the quarrel bewigst him and the Frenchman, we should have had 
her screemmg at the “ H6tel Mirabeu,” and the juice and all to pay 
He only stopt for a few minnits and cumfitted her, and then dro\c oil 
to hib friend, Captain Bulheye, of the Rifles ; with whom, ( sposc, he 
talked over this unplesnt bisniss. We fownd, at our hotel, a note 
from De VOigc, saying wheic his secknd was to be seen. 

Two mornings after there was a parrowgraf in Gailynaunys 
Me^Mitger^ which I hear beg leaf to transcribe 

** Vcsteiday mi>unng,,at «.i\ o'clock, a meeting took place, 
in the lloi'* de Boulogne, Ktneen the Hon A I*. I) — ce cc, a >oungct son 
of the Lari of Ci-bs, and the t he\a]iei iie TO — . The chevahei Vi?« 

attended by Major de M , of the Royal Giuud. and the Hon. Mi. 1) 

l)j Captain B-lls ye, of the Biitish Rifle Coipa. fai a vve ha\e been 
dilc to learn tht paiticulars of this <leploiabIe 'ittaii, the dispute originated u. 
the house of a lo\ely lady (one of the ino<t brilliant oinaments of our ein> 
bas'iy)..and the duel took place on the moining ensuing. 

“The thcvaliti (the challengeil laitv, anti the most r romphshtcl amntciir 
Ni^oid’.mau in Pans) i\aivul hl^ light of choosing the 'ueapons, and the combat 
took i>lace IS ith pisto^ 

“'Ihe combaUnis wore plnul nt forty paces, with ducctions to adMnc'' 
a bariier which scpaiattd them onl> eight paces, bach wa^ furnished with 
two pistols, Monsieui de 10 — hretl almost iramedntel}’, and the hill 
totik ellccl in the left wiist of liis aniagonist, who dioptied the pistol which 
he htltl in that hand, tie fi»e<l, how'ever, diiectly with his nghl, and the 
the'' aher fi 11 to the ground, we fcai mortally wounded. A ball has cnteied 
above his hip-juint, and Ihcie is vr i> little hope that he can lecuver. 

“ Wc ha>c heaid that tlie caust of thw desperate duel was a blow which 
the chevahei ventiiied to give to the Hon. Mi. D. If so, iheie is some reason 
for the unusual and dcteiraned niannti in which the duel was fought. 

'•Mr. Heu--a-e returned to his ho*elj whulici his excellent father, the 
Right Hon. Earl of Ci-bs, immedialel> hastened on hcanng of the sad news, 
and is now bestowing on his son the most afltectionatc parental attention. The 
news only reached his loidship yesteiday at noon, while at breakfast with bi!» 
Excellency I/)rd Bobtail, oui aniaassador. The noble eai) fainted on re- 
ceiving the intelligence ; but in spite of the shock to his own nerves and heallb, 
j) e’Sted m passing last night by th'» couch of his son.” 

And so he did. ** This is a sad business, Charlies,'’ says my lord 
to me, after seeing his son, and settling himself down In oursalong. 
«Favr you any segars in the house ? And, hark ye, send me up a 
botde of wine and some luncheon. I can certainly not leave the 
i.eighbourbood of my dear boy.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THl!. CONSQUINSIES. 

FIE shevalhay did not die, for 
the ball came out of its ovirn 
accord, m the midst of a 
ent fever and inflamayshn 
which was biot on by the 
wound, lie was kept in bed 
for 6 weeks though, and did 
not lecover for a long time 
aflci. 

As foi master, his lot, Pm 
sorry to say, was wuss than 
that of his advisary. In- 
flammation came on too ; 
and, to make an ugly story 
shoit, they were obliged to 
take off his hand at the nst. 
He bore it, in cors, like a 
Trojin, and in a month he too was well, and his wound heeVd; but I 
never see a man look so like a dewle as he used sometimes, when he 
looked down at the stump ! 

To be sure, in Miss Griilinses eyes, this only indeerd him the mor. 
She sent twenty noats a day to ask for him, calling him her beloved, 
her unfortunat, her hero, her wictim, an<i I dono what. IVc kep some 
of the noats as I tell you, and runously sentimentle they are, beating 
the sorrows of MaeWhirter all to nothing. 

’’ Old Crabs used to come offen, and consumed a power of wine 
and seagars at our house. 1 Ueave he was at Paris because there 
was an exycutlon in his own house in England ; and his son was a 
sure find (as they say) during his illness, and couldn’t deny himself 
to the old genlmn. His eiiseninx my lord spent reglar at Lad> Griffin’s ; 
where, as master was iH, 1 didn’t go any more now, and where the 
shevalier wasn’t there to disturb him. 
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« You see how that woman hates you, Dcuceace/' says my lord, 
one day, in a fit of cander, after they had been talking about Lady 
Griffin : ^ ske has not done mdtk you yet^ I tell you feirly.” 

“ Curse her,” says master, in a fury, lifting up his maim’d arm— 
"cuise her! but I will be even with her one day, I am sure of 
Matilda : I took care to put that beyond tlie reach of a failure^ The 
girl must marry me, for her own sake.” 

her own sake/ O ho! Good, good I” My lord lifted his 
i’s, and said gravely, “ I understand, my dear boy : it is an excellent 
plan.” 

“Well,” says master, grinning fearcely and knowingly at his eadent 
•old father, “as the gitl is sale, what harm can I fear from the fiend of 
a stepmother ?” 

My lord only gev a long whizzlc, and, soon after, taking up his 
hat, walked off. I saw him sawnter down the Plas Vandome, and go 
in quite calmly to the old door of Lady Griffinses hotel. Bless his old 
face ! such a puffickly good-natured, kind-hearted, merry, selfish old 
scoundrel, I never shall see again. 

His lordship was quite right in saying to master that “ Lady Griffin 
hadn’t done with h’m.” No moar she had. But she never would 
have thought of the nex game she was going to play, if somebody 
hadtii hut her up to it. Who did ? If you red the above pa^sidge, 
and saw how a venrabble old genlmn took his hat, and sauntered 
down the Plas Vandome (looking liard and kind at all the nussary- 
maids— they call them in France — in the way), I leave you to guess 
who was the author of the nex scheam : a woman, suttnly, nevbr would 
have pilcht on it. 

In the fuss payper which I wrote concerning Mr. Deucea^e’s 
adventers, and his kind behayviour to Messrs. Dawkins and Blewitt, 

I had the honour of laying before the public a skidewl of my master’s 
<ietts, in witch was the following itim : 

“ Bills of xchange and I.O.U.’s, 4963/. os, a/.” 

The LO.U.se were trifling, saying a thowsnd pound. Tbe hills ' 
Auiouiitid to four thowsnd moar. 

NOW, the lor is in France, that if a genlmn gives these iu E^Iaijid, 
and a French genlmn gits them in any way, he can the 

EngHshman who has drawn them, even though he should be ha Eunice, 
Master 4id not know this fact—Iabouriog under a very comSbn mis- 
lak, that, when onst out of England, he might wissle at all the debts 
he left behind him. , ■ ' , 



ME. DEUCE ACR AT PARIS. 89 

My Lady Griffin sent over to>er!sJis|ators in London, who made 
airangemints' with the persons who posa^t the fine collection of 
ortografs on stampt paper which master had left behind him ; and 
they were glad enuif to take any opperthnity of getting back their 
money. 

One fine morning, as I was looking about in the court-yard of our 
hotel, talking to the servant-gals, as was my reglar custom, in order to 
improve myself in the French languidgi^, one of them comes up to me 
and says, “ Tenez, Monsieur Charles, down below in the office there is 
^ bailiffi, with a couple of gendarmes, who is asking for your master — 
fa-t-il des dettes par hasard?” 

1 was struck all of a heap— the truth dasht on my mind’s hi. 

Toinette,” says I, for that was the gal’s name — Toinette,” says I, 
-"giving her a kiss, “ keep them for two minnits, as you valyou my 
affeckshn ; ^ and then 1 gave her another kiss, and ran up stares to 
our chambers. Master had now pretty well recovered of his wound, 
and was aloud to drive abowt : it was lucky for him that he had the 
strength to move. • “ Sir sir,” says I, the bailiffs are after you, and 
you must run for your life.” 

** Bailiffs?” says he: ^‘nonsense! I don’t, thank heaven, owe a 
shilling to any man.” 

** Stuff, sir,” says I, forgetting my respeck ; ‘‘don’t you owe money 
in England ? 1 tell you the bailiffs are here, and will be on you in a 
mom^t” 

As I spoke, cling cling, ling ling, goes the bell of the anty-shamber, 
and there they were sure enough ! 

What w^s to be done ? Quick as litening, I throws off my livry 
•coat; claps my goold lace hat on master’s head, and makes him put on 
my .Uvty.' Then I v^i-aps myself up in his dressing-gown, and lolling 
down op the sofa, bids him open the dor. 

, There they were— the bailiff— ^two jondarms with him— Toinette, 
and an old waiter. When Toinette sees master, she smiles, and says : 
done, Charles ! oft est done ton maitre ? Chez lui, n’est-ce pas ? 
^ jeuiie, homme ft monsieur,’^ says she, curtsyjng to, the bailiff. •„ 

‘ waiter' was just a-going to blurt out, “ Mats ce n’est pas I ” 

Stops hint, and says, “ Laissez done passer ces messieurs, 
attd in ,th^;w£dl4 the .>3 jon d’arms taking their post in.,4 

throws open isalong doar very gravely, and toUchiz^ my 
hat saySi Have you miy "wdors al^ut die cab, sir?" 

‘‘ Whyi po^.gh^wls,*' says 1) shan’t drive out tfihday.” j 
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The old bailiff grinned, for he understood English (having had 
plenty of English customers), and says in French, ^ master goes out, 
“ I think, sir, you had better let your swant get A coach, for I am 
under th^ painful necessity of- arresting you, au li^om de la loi, for the 
sum of ninety-eight thousand seven hundred &anc% owed by you to the = 
Sicur Jacques Fran 9 ois Lebrun, of Paris and he pulls out a nhmber 
of bills, with master’s acceptances on them sure enough, 

' “ Take a chair, sir,” says I ; and doum he sits ; and I began to 
chaff him, as well as I could, about the weather, my illness, my sad 
axdent, having lost one of my hands, which was stuck into my busum, 
and so on. 

At last after a minnit Or two, I could contane no longer, and ' bust 
out in a horse laff. 

The old fellow turned quite pail, and began to suspect s^niethink. 
"Ilola I" says he ; “gendarmes ! a moi 1 a moi I Je suis floud, void,*' 
which means, in English, that he was reglar sold. 

The jondarmes jumped into the room, and so did Toinette and the 
waiter. Grasefly rising from my arm-chare, 1 took my hand from my 
dressing-gownd, and, flinging it open, stuck up on the chair one of the 
^ neatest legs ever seen. 

I then pinted myjestickly— to what do you think?— to my PLUStt 
TITKS! those sellabrated . iuigspressables which have rendered me 
famous in Yourope. 

' \ Taking the hint, the jondarmes and the servnts rord out laffing ; 
and. so did Charles Yellowplush, Esquire, I can tell you. Old Gripj^rd 
the bailiff looked as if he would faint in his chare. 

heard a kab galloping like mad out of ' the hotel-gate, and knew 
thei I that my master was safe. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE END or xMR. DEUCFACE'S HIS I’ORY.— LIMBO. 

{ tail is dioring rabidly to a 
close : my suvvice with Mr. 
Deuceace didn’t continyou 
very long after the last chap- 
ter, in whicA I described my 
admiral stratt>jam, and in> 
singlir self-devocean. There’s 
veiy few seivnts, I can tell 
}ou, who’d have thought of 
vuch a contrivance, and \ eryj|. 
few inoar would have eggsy- 
cuted It when thought of. 

But, after all, beyond the 
tnfling advantich to m>self in 
selling master’s roab de sham, 
which you, gentle reader, 
may remember I woar, and 
in dixcoverin^, a fipun note in one of the pockets, — beyond this, 1 
say, there was to poar master very little advantich in what had been 
done. It’s true he had escaped. Very good. But Frans is not like 
Great Brittin ; a man in a livry coat, with i arm, is pretty easly known, 
and caught, too, as I can tell you. 

Such was the case with master. He coodn leave Paris, moarover, 
if he would. What was to become, in that cas<^ of his bride--his 
unchbacked hairis? He knew that young lady’s temprimmtg the 
Porishers say) too well to let her long out of his site. She had nine 
thousand a yer. She^d been in love a duzn times befor, and mite be 
agin, Thu Hontabble Algernon Deuceace was a little too wide awake 
to tmst^Jttuch to the ctnstnsy of so very inflammable a young creacher. 
Heavn bless us, it was a marycle she wasn’t earlier married I 1 do 
bleave (from suttn seansthat past betwigst us) that she’d have married 
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me, if she hadn’t been sejuiced ,by the supearor rank and indianuity of 
ithe genlmn in whose survace I was. 

Well, to use" a commin igspreshn, the beaks were after him. How 
'was he to manitch? He coodn get away from his debts, ;md he wooden 
quit the fare objict of his affeckshns. He was ableejd, then, as the; 
French say, to lie perdew,— ^going out at night, like a howl out of a 
hivy-bush, and returning in the daytime to his roast. For its a maxum 
in France (and I wood it were followed in Ingland), that after dark no 
man is lible for his detts \ and in any of the royal gardens—the Twil- 
laries, the Pally Roil, or the Lucksimbug, for example— a man may 
wander from sunrise to evening, and hear nothing of the ojus dunns : 
they an’t admitted into these places of public enjyment and rondyvoo 
.anymore than dogs; the centuries at the garden-gate having orders to 
shuil all such. 

Master, then, was in this uncomfrable situation— neither liking to 
go nor to stay 1 peeping out at nights to have an interview with 
his miss; ableagd to shuffle off her repeated questions as to the 
reason of all this disgeise, and to talk of his two thowsnd a year jest as 
if he had it and didn’t owe a shilling in the world. 

Of course, now, 'le began to grow mighty eager for the mar- 
^ritch. 

He i'oat as many noats as she had done befor ; swear against delay 
and cerymony ; talked of the pleasures of Hyming, the ardship that 
the ardor of two arts should be allowed to igspire, the folly of waiting 
for the consent of Lady Griffin. She was but a step-mother, and an 
unkind one. Miss ^I’as (he said) a major, might marry whom she liked ; 
and suttnly had paid Lady G. quite as much attention as she ought, by 
paying her the compliment to ask her at all. 

And so they went on. The • curious thing was, that when master 
was pressed about his cause for not coming .out till night-time, he was 
misterus ; and Miss Griffin, when asked why she wooden marry, 
igsprest, or rather, didtH igspress, a simlar secrasy. Wasn’t it liaid ? 
the cup seemed to be at the lip of both of ’em, and yet somehow, they 
could not manitch to take a drink. 

But one morning, in reply to a most desprat epistol wmte -t>y my 
master ov^ night, Deuceace, delighted, gits an answer from hl^ sp$l ^5 
beluffd, which ran thus i 

MISS GRIFFIN TO THE HON. A. P. DEXICSACE. 

“ Oearkst, -Y ou iiy you would share a cottage with , me { there is no need, 
luckily, for that ! • You plead the sad sinking of your spirits’ tt- our delaycl 
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union* Beloveil, do >ou Hunk wy heart rejoices at our sc[>aration ? You bid 
me disregard the rcfubul of Lady OrifTini and teU me that I owe her no further 
duty. 

Adored Algernon ! I can refuse you no more. I was willing not to 
loae a single chance of reconciliation with thi^ unnatural stepmother. Rcspuct 
for the memoiy of my sainted fathci bid me do all in my {K>wer to gain her 
consent to my union with you ; nay, shall I own it ? prudence dictated the 
measure ; for to whom should she leave the share of money accorded to her 
by my father’s will but to my father’s child ? 

“ But there aic bounds beyond which no foibearance can go ; and, thank 
heaven, wc have no need of looking to l.aJy GrifHn for soidid wealth : we 
have a rompe..ency without her. Is it not so, dearest Algernon? 

“ Be it a^ you wish then, dearest, bravest, and best Your poor Matilda 
has yielded to }ou her heart long ago ; she has no longer need to keep back 
her name. Name the horn, and I will deby no more ; but seek for refuge in 
your anus friini the contumely and insult whicli meet me ever here. 

“ Matilda. 

“Its. Oh, Algernon ! if )'ou did but know wlut a noble pait your deai 
father has actetl thioughout, in doing his liest endcavouis to further our plans, 
and to soften Lady Griffin ! It is not /its fault that she is inexorable as she b. 
I send you a note sent by her to Loixl Crabs ; we will laugh at it soon, 


U. 

“My 1.0RD,~Tn reply to your demand for Mi-^s (Wffin s hand, in favour of 
your son, Mr. Algernon Deuccace, I cm only repeat what I before have been 
under the necessity of stating to yon, — that I do not believe a union with a 
person of Mr. Deiiccace’s charactei would conduce to my step-daughter's 
'happiness, and therefore refuse my coment. I w'lll lieg you to communicate 
Uie cohtents of thi > note to Mr. Dcuceacc ; and implore you no more to touch 
mgfton a subject which you, must be aware is deeply painful to me* 

“ I remain your lordship’s most himtble servant, 

E. G&xkfin. 

The Ri^ht Hon. the Earl of Crab^P 

" Hang her ladyship ! ^ says my master, « what care I for it I ” As 
for the old lord who’d been so afishous in his kindness and advice, 
master recknsUed that pretty well, with thinking that his lordship knew 
he was going to marry ten thousand a year, pnd igspected to get some 
share of it ; for he xoat back the following letter to his father, as well 
as a flaming one to Miss : 

“ Thank you, my dear father, for your kindness in tha^ awkward business. 
You know how painfully I am situated just now, and can pretty well guess 
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hath the causes of tny disquiet. A marriage with my beloved Matilda will 
make me the happiest of men. The dew girl consents, and laughs at the 
foolish pretensions of l^pr mother-in-law. To tell you the truth, I wonder she 
yielded to them so long. Carry your kindness a step further, and find for us 
a parson, a licence, and make us two into one. We are both major, you kjiow ; 
so that the ceremony of a guardian’s consent is unnecessary.. 

> * * Y our alfect ionate 

“Algernon Deuckace. 

“How I regret that difference between us some time back ! Matters arc 
changed now, and shall be more still after the niarria^,^' 

I knew what my master meant,— that he would give the old lord • 
the money after he was married : and as it was probble that miss 
would see the letter he roat, he made it such as not to let her see two 
clearly into his present uncomfrable situation. 

1 took this letter along with the tender one for Miss, reading both 
of ’em, in course, by the way. Miss, ©n getting hers, .gave an 
inegspressable look with the white of her i’s, kist the letter, and prest 
it to her busm. Lord Crabs read his quite calm, and then they fell 
, a-talking together ; and told me to wait awhile, and 1 should git an 
anser. 

After a deal of counseltation, my lord brought out a card, and there 
was simply written on it, 


'To-morrow^ at the Ambassadof^s^ at Ttvefve, 


Carry that back to your master, Cbawls,” says he, « and bid him 
not to fail” 

You may be sure I slept back to him pretty quick, and gaVe him 
the card and the messinge. Master looked sattasfied with both; but 
suttnly hot over happy; no man is the day before his marrldg^; 
more his marridge with a hump-back, Harriss though she ^ ‘ ‘ t ^ 

Well, as he was a-going to depart this bachelor life, h^: 4 S ,*Hat 
evqty matt' in such suckmstonces ought to do ; he made Jfe 
that IS, he made a dispasition of his property, j[etUH to 

his creditors telling Hiem of his lucky chance; W dfter Ws 
nurridge sutnly pay them every stiver. must 

know his pomty weU enough to be suns that paymini whs out of the 

ouesticn. ' , »■' 
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To do him justas, he seani''d«.t^ ^ in^Hned to do the thing that 
Avas right, now that it didn’t put him to any inkinvenients to do so. 

“ Chawls says he, handing me over a tenpun-note, “ here’s your 
^vagis, and thank you for getting me out of the scrape with the bailiffs : 
when we are married, you shall be my valet out of liv’ry, and rU 
treble your salary.” 

His vallit ! praps his butler ! Yes, thought I, here’s a chance— 
a vallit to ten thousand a year. Nothing to do but to shave him, 
and read his notes, and let my whiskers grow ; to dress in spick and 
span black, and a clean shut per day ; mufiings every night in the 
housekecpet’s room ; the pick of the gals in the seivants’ hall ; a 
chap .to clean my boots for me, and my master’s opera bone reglar 
once a week. I knew what a vallit was as well as any genlmn in , 
service ; and this I can tell you, he’s genrally a hapier, idler, hand- 
somer, mor genlmnly man than his master. He has more money to 
spend, for genlmn will leave their silver in their waiscoat pockets ; 
more suxess among the gals ; as good dinners, and as good wine — 
that is, if he’s friends with the butler : and friends in corse they will 
be if they know which way their interest lies. 

But these arc only cassels in the air, what the French call shutter 

spang. It wasn’t roat in the book of fate that I was to be Mr, 
Deuceace’s vallit. 

Days will pass at last— even days befor a wedding, (the longist 
and unpleasantist day in the whole of a man’s life, I can tell you, 
excep, may be, the day before his hanging) ; and at length Aroarer 
dawned on. the suspicious morning which was to unite in the bonds 
of Hyming the Honrable Algernon Percy Deuceace, Exquire, and 
Miss Matilda Griffin. My master’s wardrobe wasn’t so rich as it had 
been ; for he’d left the whple of his nicknax and trumpry of dressing- 
cases and rob dy shams, his bewtide museum of varnished boots, his 
curous colieckshn of Stulz and Staub coats, when he had been ableaged 
to quit so sudniy otir pore dear lodginx at the H6tel Mirabew; and 
beii^ incog at a friend’s house, ad opntentid himself' with ordring a 
; shoote, ^ cloves Irom a common tailor, witli a suffishnt 

quanta^ of liOpisg. 

Wejtl/:^ put on the of his coats— a blue ; and I thought 
nt my djfty to aak him whether he’d want his frock again : he was 
good-na^^ said, " Ti^e it and be hanged to you.’’ Half;past 
eleven q’cloii: caine, and 1 was to look out at the door, if theto 
were any suspicious ,chartdt^.(a precious good nose I have to find a 
bailiff out I can tell ^uid an i which will almost one' round a 
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corner) ; aacl presenly a very modest green glass>coach droave up,, 
and in niaster stept. 1 didn’t, in corse, appear on the box ; because,, 
being known, my appeariats might have compromised master. But 1 
t(^k a short cut, and walked as quick as posbil down to the Rue de 
Foburg St. Honore, where Ids exlnsy the English ambasdor li\'es, 
and where marridges are always performed betwigst English lolk at 
Paris. 

« * « * * 

'There is, almost nex door to the ambasdor’s hotel, another hotel, 
.of that lo kind w'hich the French call cabby rays^ or wine-hou'-es ; 
and jest as master's green glass-coach pulled up, another coach drove 
off, out of which came two ladies, whom I knew pretty well,— suffiz,. 
that one had a humpback, and the ingenious reader will know why 
she came, there ; Jthc other was poor Miss Kickscy, who came to see 
her turned off. 

Well, master’s glass-coach droav up, jest as I got within a few 
yards of the door ; our carridge, I say, droav up, and stopt. Down 
gits coachmin to open the door, and comes I to give Mr. Deuceace 
an arm, when--oiu of the cabaray shoot four fellows, and draw up 
betwigst the coach and embassy-doar ; two other chaps go to the 
other doar of the carridge, and, opening it, one says— Rendez- 
vous, M. Deuceace ! Je vous arrete au nom de la loi ! ” (which 
means, " Get out of that, Mr. D. ; you are nabbed, and no mistake.”) 
Master turned gashly pail, and sprung to the other side of the coach, 
as if a serpint had stung him. He flung open the door, and was for 
making off that way ; but he saw the four chaps standing betwigst 
libbarty and him. He slams down the front window, and screams 
out, ^‘Fouettez, cocher!” (which means, it, coachmin I ’yin a 
despert loud voice ; but coachmin wooden go it, and besides was off 
his box. 

The Tong and short of the matter was, that jest as I came up to 
the door two of the bums jumped into the carridge. 1 saw ail ; I 
knew my. duty, and so very momfly I got up behind. . ' 

‘ Tiens,” says one of tlie chaps in the street } «c'est c6 drdie qtii 
adus a j^u6 Tautre jour.” I knew ’em, but was too 
smile. ^ 

, "Oil iro»nous done?” says coachmin to the genlmu who Had 
gbt inside. ’ 

A deq) WPice from the intcaror shouted out, in reply to the 
coachmin, " A Sainte PjfeLAGite ! ” 
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fOkA now, praps, 1 ot to dixcnbo to yop xhe humours of the prim 
of Samte Pelagic, which is the French for Fleat^ or Queeft*s Bentch 
but on this subject Pm ladier shy of wribn^^ partly because the 
admiral Bos has, m the history 6f Mr Pkk^ck^ made such a 
duwcnpshun of a pnzn, that mine wooden read very amyousingly 
afterwids ; and, also, because, to tell you the truth, I didn't &ta> 
long in It, being not in a burner to waist my igsistance by passing 
away the ears of my youth m such a dull place 

My fust errint now was, as you may phansy, to carry a noat from 
master to his destined bade The poar thing was sadly taken aback, 
as I can tell you, when *‘he found, after remaining two hoars at the 
Embassy, that her husband didn’t make his appearance And so, 
after staying on and on, and yet seeing no husband, she was fbrsed at 
la^t to trudge dishconslit home, where I uas already waiting for her 
With a letter from my master 

There was no use now denying the fact of his arrest, and so he 
ronfest it at onst , but he made a cock and bull story of^ieachery of 
a friend, mfimous fodgery, and hcx\cn knows what However, it 
didn’t matter much , if he luid told her that he had been betra>cd 
by the man in the moon, she would have bleavd him 

I ady Griffm never used to appear now at any of my visits She 
kep one drawing-room, and M^ss dined and h\ed alone in another, 
they quaild so much that praps it was best they should live apart ; 
only my L6rd Ciabs used to see both, comforting exch with thit 
winning and mnsnt way he had He came m as Miss, m tears, w is 
lismng to my account of master^ seazure, and hoping that the pn^n 
wasn^ a homd p^ace, with a nasty hornd dunjeon, and a dreadde 
jailet, and nasty homd bread and water Law bless us f she had 
borrgd her ideers from the nowles she had been reading * ^ h 

my lord, my lord,” says she, ‘'have you heard fatdl 

8tQry>” 

^*J)c 9 re$t Matilda, what? For heaven’s sake, you alarm me’ 
UjVhat^yes**''nt^ it— no, it can t be ’ Speak * ” says my lord, 
tnt by the idmler of my coat. ** What has happened to 

yoO} my lord*” *ays I* at this motrtent m pnsQ, no 
^hout two hoars ago* 

^In (niscfo > .^U^^on m prilonl *tis impossible < Imprisoned, 
‘6>r vduMi sum? Mttitian h* pjftd I will pay to the utmost farddh^ la 
say power.” 

^ ^ I’m euiet, yoor loidahtp is very kmd/ says 1 <recklecting the 
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scan betwixgst him and master, to diddU out of a 

thowiand IbO ;'^‘and ybu*ll be happy -iVSbi^r he’s only in for a trifle. 
Five thotUBand pound is, I think; pretty the marki^ 

“ Five thousand pounds !— confusion I” says ray lord, clasping his 
hands, and looking up to heaven, “ and I have not five hundred t 
Dearest MatilcJa, how shall we help him ? ** 

“ Alas, my lord, I have but three guineas, and you know 'how 
Lady Griffin has the ” 

Yes, my sweet child, I know what you would say; but be of 
good cheer— Algernon, you know, has ample funds of his own.^ 

Thinking my lord meant Dawkins’ five thousand, of which, to 
be sure, a good lump was left, I held my tung ; but I cooden help- 
wondering at Lord Crabs’ igstream compashn for his son, and Miss, 
with her 10,000/. a year, having only 3 guineas in her pocklt. 

I took home (bless us, what a home ?) a long and very inflambl**^ 
letter from Miss, in which she dixscQbed her own sorroi* at the..di5ap*- 
Ointment; s\v<^r she lov’d him only the moar for his misjortns; 
made light of them ; as a pusson for a paltry sum of five thousand 
pound ought never to be cast down, ’specially as he had a ^rtain 
independence in view ; and vowed that notliing, nothing, should, ever 
injuice her to part from him, etsettler, etscttler. 


I told master of the conversation which had past betwigst inc and - 
my lord, and of his handsome offers, and his borrow at heating of 
his. son’s being taken; and likewise mentioned ho>v s|iahge;|t was 
that Miss . should only have 3 guineas, and with such a fortli'; bless. 


us, I should have thot that she would always have carried a hinndred 
.^owsnd lb. in her pockit ! ^ 

k At this master only said Pshaw ! But the rest of the stoiy ^ut'. 
fa^r seemed to dixquiet him a good deal, and he,ma4e ih^it4^t 

- He walked up and down the room agytated, and it ; 

Sew lite was breaking in upon him, 

>; “Qiawls,’^ says he, “did you observe— did 
^^esm^Micu^arfy intimate with Miss Griffin ?” ' 

you'mean, sir ? ” says. L - , . 

ra^ appear very fond of Miss Giiffinp^ 
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«Whatdjdhe*;aHlWf?” 

“ He called her ht& dearest gd.” 

^ Did he take her hand "> ” 

"Yes, and be — " 

"Xttdhe what? 

** He kist hci. and told her not to be so wery down-hearted about 
k**^li^fortn which had hapnd to you.” 

\ wJ ha e It now * ’ sins he, rhnchine^ his fist, and growing gashly 
A I •*d' f il now — the mhruii old hoary sLoundxel ♦ the wicked, 

_ wretch » He would take hci from me ’ ” And he poured 

f oavea which are impossbill to be rcpeatid here 
much long ago and when my lord kem with his 
vi/iti S^Xpntious aUcckbhnt at mj Lady (jnffinscs, I expected some 
such f,ame ivas in the wind Indeed, I’d heoid a somethink of it 
from the Gnfhnscs seivnts, thit m> loid was mighty tender with the 
ladies 

One thing, bowevci, wis evident to a min of his intlcckshal 
capabsaties ; he must eitbci mirt\ the gil at onst, orhc stood \ery 
small cnincc of hiving hci He must get out of limbo mimcdiantly, 
or hts rcspectid fathci might be stepping into his \ aykuit shoes. Oh * 
he saw it ill now -the fust attempt at aicst, the maindge hxt at 
’ < > clock, ciUd the 1/a>litlb hxt to come and intarup the maindge ' — 
die jewek praps, bctwigst him and De I’Orge but no, u was the 
who did that -a vnm don I deal such fowl blows, igspccially h 
^|thet to hib son a woman m. v, poai thing 'She’s no othei means 
% f levfntch, and is used to fight with underhand wepns all her life 
thiough 

Well, whatever the pint might be, this Deuccace saw piettv 
that he’d been beat by his fathci at his own game — a trapp $e% 
him enst, which had been dehtied b> my presnts of mxnd>--anol3ier 
afterwids, in which m\ lord haa been suxesde. Now, my 
as he was, was much too good-natuied to do an unkind 
mcarly foi the sake of doing iL He’d got to that pich that 
mmd injanes— they were all fair play to him— he gave ’em, 
\|bjS4el$eev’d them, without a thought of mollis. If he wanted to 
"hts son, it was to benedek himself. And how was thisr to be 
none f By getting the hainss to himself, to be sure. The Honrabble 
Mir. D, didn’t say so ; but 1 knew his feelinx well enough«*4ie re* 
gijiftted tkkt btf had not given the old genlmn the money he ashi fbr. 

Boer fidlo 2 hn thought he had hit it , but he was wjide pf flue 
rnarkaftefuB. 

^ Ha 
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Well, but what was to be done^* It wl» dear that he must 
many the gal at any rate— coot^ as the Kiench say that ts, 
many her, and hang the igspcnce 

To do so he must first git oat of prisii-**-to get out of pnsn 
he must pay his debts-~and to pay his debts, he must give e^ery 
shilling he was worth Never mind four thousand pound is a small 
stake to a reglv gambler, igspecially when he must play it, oi loi 
for life in prisn, and when, if he plays it well, it will give him ten 
thousand a >eat 

So, seeing thete was no help for it, be maid up his mind, and 
according!) wrote the foll>ing letter to Miss Gnthn - 

M\ Anon n Mini d\ --\o«r Utter Im iiidcc 1 been a eoirfort to a poor 
fellow, who had hopi I that tins night would have been the ip si blessed m 
his life, and now Inds himsUf condemnd to spend it within a pnson wall ♦ 
\ou know the OLUirscd conspii icy which has 1 1 ought thee liabililic upOL 
me, and the foolish Incn Iship which has cost m o murh But what initters » 
^\t ha\e, as you a>, enough, t\cn Iho i Ji I mu t pi> th shameful cicxuand 
upon me and hse thousand pounds aie is nothing eompaicd to the happi 
ness which I lose m be g separitul i night fiou ihti » t oiirage, however ' 
If X make a saciuicc It is foi >ou, anX I were heatllcSH indeed if I allowel 
mv own kosscs to balance foi s n unenl against >oin happiness 

“ Is it not so beloved one •* / nc t )our h\\ \ iiu ss I oi ml up with minc^ 
m a union with me / 1 am pioud c think sc pit iid, too, to ofier ^uch a 

humble proof as this of the depth and purity of m> aflctUon 

“ Tell me that you will still be mine tell me that you w 11 be mine 4o- 
monow, and tomonow these \ile chains shall be rcniosed, and 1 adl be 
fiee once more -or if bound, only bound to >ou * My adonblc MatiUla 1 my 
betrothed bnde » write to me ere the evening closes, for I shall never be able 
to ijhat my eyes in slumber upon my prison couch until they have been first 
blemed by the sight of a few words fron thee » iiic to me, 1 jve * wnte te 
me I I langmsh for the reply which is to moke or mar me for aver 

‘ \ our aficcUonate 

“A P. IX” 

Havmg pohsht off this epistol, master intrustul it to me to <1^ 
anu oade me at the same time to try and gi\e it into Miss 
hand ^loiuh I ran with it to Lady Gnffinses I found 
deemed, masoUatary condition, and I presented her With 
pafeMied Billy. ** , 

She lead It; and the number of size to which sbe gaMMnt^ahd 
the tears wbuSi ihe shed, beggar digscnption She figged 

nmrt I thohgtd she would bust She even claspt iiTn^t^Sb 

aro oa d * O Cjhades I is he very, very miserable 
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« He is, ma'am,” $ays I j miserable mdced— nobody, upon 
my honour, could be nusemblerer.”i 

On heanng this pathetic rema:i^i her mind was made up at onst 
and sitting down to her eskrewtaw, she immediahUy ableaged master 
with an answer. Here it is m black and white 

MV prisoned bud shill pine no more, but fly home to its nest m these arms I 
Adored Ak;e]non, I will m^et thee to monow, al the same place, at the same 
hour Then, *hen, it will be impossible for aught but death to divide os« 

‘‘M G” 

This kind ot flumry st 3 le comes, you see, of reading nowles, and 
cultivating littery purshuits in a small way How much better i$ it to 
be puffickly ignoiant of the hart of wilting, and to trus^ to the writing 
of the heart This is nty style artyfiz I despise, and trust comphsaidy 
to nitur but ^timong a no mootottg^ as our continential fnendd re- 
mark to that nice white sheep, Algernon Percy Deuceace, Fxquite , 
^that wenrabble old ram, my Lord Crabs his father , and that tender 
and dellygi^ young lamb, Miss Matilda (rntfln 

She had just foalded up into its proper triangular shape the noat 
tianscnbed abuff, and 1 just on the point of saying, accotding to 
my masters ordeis, Miss, if you please, the Honrabblc Mr Dcuceace 
would be very much ableaged to you to keep the seminaiy which is 

.to take place to-morrow a profound se ,” when my master's £sther 

Wteted, and I fell back to the door. Miss, without a word, rusht^ 
hjto hi$ arms, burst into teers agin, as was het leglar way (it must be 
coiifest she was of a very mist constitution), and showing to him his 
500*15 note, cried, ^ L'>ok, my dear lord, how nobly yovr Algernon, 
mtr Algernon, writes to me Who can doubt, after this, of the punty 
of his matchless affection 

My lord took the letter, read it, seamed a good deal amyoased, 
at^ VHummg it to its xiwnei, said, veiy much to my surprise, *‘My 
4!^ Miss Griffin, he certainly does seem in earnest , and if you choose 
this match without the consent of your mother m-law, you 
jilfeusW ttiO consequences, and are of course your own mistress.” 

^ ^ ^Consequences shame, my loxd t A httle money, more or 
iftat matters it to two hearts hke ours?” 

^ am very pretty things, m> sweet young lady, but Three- 

are better” 

* ^ MaVi have ve not an ample income of our own, without the aid 
tdvug$ed hb ehoulders. ^ Be it so, my love,” he* 
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su»fe" J iSiui have no other which is 

fouitdi^d’upori sucih^di«nterested i-. 

And’ here tl« conversation, dtopt claspfiig' hot 

hs^ds,add making play noth the Md«tes'of 'B» ra.«’ My lord began 
trotting up and down the room, with his fat hands stuck in hislulichis 
pockits, his countni'nce lighted up with igstream joy, and singing, to. 
my inordnit igstonishment : ' , - 

“ See the conquering hero comes J .s' 

Tuldy tlkUiy doll “tkldydull, doll, doll.” 


He began singing this song, and tearing up and down the room fike 
mad. I stood amazd— -a new light broke in upon me. He wasn’t 
goings then, to make love to Miss Cirifhn ! Master might marry her I 
Had she not got the for ? 

1 say, I was just standing stock still, my eyes fixt, my hands 
pnppindicklar, my mouf wide open and these igstrordinar}'' thoughts . 
passing in my mind, when my lord having got to the last dolt ” of 
his song, just as I came to the sillible " for” of my ventriloquism, or 
inward speech— we had eatch jest reached the pint digseribed, when 
the meditations of both were sudnly stopt, by my lord, in the midst 
of his singin and trottin match, coming bolt up aginst poar . mej 
sending me up aginst one end of the room, himself flying back to 
the other : and it was only after considrabble agitation that we Were 
at length restored to anything li]ce a liquilibrium. 

'% ■ « yfJYm^you here, you infernal rascal ? ” says my lord. 

' *‘Your lordship’s very kind to notus me,” says I ; am hfsrib.”; 
‘And I gave him a look. : . 

■ - He saw I knew the whole game. 


(; -^d after whisling a bit, as was his habit when puzzled (I 

.hikd have only whisled if he had been told he was to be hanW^^lfei ! 
five nrfifiits), after whisJing a bit, he stops sudnly, and cominWm%4 
' me, says: , .W; 


‘ '?* Bearkye, Charles, this marriage must take place to-morril^ 
' it, sir?” says I ; «now, for my part, I don’t 

; good feUow; if it does not take place^ 

me. If it didn’t take place, I only lo^t 
lor mastfi^'j^.biit just enough money to pay his detts ; and 
' tb^senre him in .prisn or starving. ; ■ ) 

lord^ «y<m see the forcb^ 
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note » " If my son and Miss Gnffin are mamed to morrow^ >ou 
shall have tins , and 1 will, moreoi^ers take you into my service, and 
give you double your present wages»*^ 

riesh and blood cooden bear it " My lord,” sa>s I, laying my 
hand upon my busm, “only give me secunty, and l*m yours for 
ever.*' 

The old noblemm grin’d, and pattid me on the shoulder. Right, 
my lad/* says he, “ light — you’re i nice pronii&ing youth Here is 
the best security ’* And he pulls out his pockit-book, returns the hun* 
dred-pun bill, and take<; out one for fifty “ Here is half to day , to- 
morrow you shall have the remainder ” 

My fingers trembled a little as I look the pretty fluttering bit of 
paper, about five times as big is any sum of money I had ever had 
m my life I cist m> 1 upon the amount it uis 1 fifty sure enough 
— a bank poss bill, made payable to 1 onofa Imiha and 

indorsed by her The cal w is out of the bag Noav, gentle readei, 

I ) ou beg n to see the g ime 

“ Recollect, from this d ly vou are in m> scr\ ire," 

*^My lord, you oveipoar me with your faviours * 

* * Go to the devil, sir," siys he ‘ do youi duty, and hold your 
tongue ’* 

And thus 1 went fiom the sei\icc of the Ilonorabblc Algernon 
Deuccace to that of his e\ln»y the Right Honoi ibbl Rail of Ciabs. 

On going back to pnsn, 1 foi ad DeSceac c locked up m that oajus 
place to which his igstravygansies had deservedly led him , and felt 
for him, I must siy, a great deal of contemp A raskle such as he— a 
swindler^ who had robbed poll Dawkins of the means of igsistance, 
wtiQ had cheated his fcllow-roag, Mr. Richard Blewitt, and who was 
'tnakmg a inusnary mamdge with a disgusting crearher like Miss 
Gnffin, didn merit any compashn on m/ puit, and 1 determined 
quit# to secret the suckmstansies of my pnvit intervew with his 
my presnt master. 

liim Miss Gnffinses tnanglar, which he read with a satasfled 
.air.. turning to me, says he . “You gave this to Miss Gnffln 

' alone 

*^Voas,sir" 

^ Vbtt ^ve her my message ?” 

« Yes, fdr.'* 

“ And ytni are quite sure Ixird Crabs was not there when yoq gave"" 
either the message or thei^ete? ' 
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« Ni)t there upoft iny honour," say? 

^Hang your honour, sir ! 3 rush hiy^bktimd c^t, and go caU a 
^<wAri?do you hear?*? ^ 

: . 

1 did as 1 was ordered ; and on coining back found master in 
what’s called, I think, of the prisn. The officer in , waiting 

had out a great register, and was talking to master in the French 
tongue, in coarse ; a number of poar prisners were looking eagerly 
on. 

"Let us see, my lor,” says he ; "the debt is 98,700 francs t there 
are capture expenses, interest so much ; and the whole sum amounts; 
to a hundred thousand francs, mains 13.” 

Deuceace, in a very m>-jestic way, takes out of his pocket-book 
four thowsnd pun notes. " This is not French money, but I presume 
that you know it, M. Greffier,” says he. 

The greffier turned round to old Solomon, a money-changer, who 
had one or two clients in the prisn, and hapnd luckily to bo there, , 
" J.CS billets scat bons,” says he. " Je les prendrai pour cent' miUe ^ 
douze cent francs, et j*esp^re, my lor, de vous revoir.’* . ^ * 

"Good,” says the greffier; " I know them to be good, and.l will. . 


give my lor the difference, and make out his release.” 

Which was done. The poar debtors gave a feeble cheer; ^s the. 
gfeat dubble iron gates swung open and clang to agam^:nnd^,DettCe*V 
ace stept out, and me after him, to breathe the fresh hair. 

He bad been in the place 8ut six hours, and was now free 
free, and to be married to ten thousand a year nex day^r Bul^Tor' ^ 
thaty he lookt v^a-y feint and pale. He put down his 
and When he came out of Sainte Pelagic, he had but fifty poumfe 
;in,the world I . 

..‘Never mind— when onst the money's down, make your 
^and ^ .Beuceace did. He drove back to the Hdtel Mirabe^ /j^i^ 
'i?.; apartmince infinately more splendid than 

Toinette, and the rest of the suvyants, 
valyoud four thousnd pound 
■ And such was the consquindes of my 
for us boath, that the delight^ 
what she would'haye done^ if it 

< ^ Sj^ndid apartmince thefitj:ifi^\ 

Fontainebleau 

things. 


thipjj^ :quk%'pp^^« 
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» 

where he dined : as well he nught^ (q/» it now eight o’clock. 1 
didn’t spare the shompang neither night, 1 can tell you ; for 
when I carried the note he gave me for Miss Griffin in the evening, 
informing her of his freedom, that young bdy remarked my hagitated 
manner of walking and speaking, and said, ** Honest Charles ! he is 
flush! with the events of the day. Here, Charles, is a napdieon ; take 
it and drink to your mistress.” 

1 pockitid it ; but, I must say, I didn’t like the money — it went 
against my stomick to take it. 
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CHAPTLR IX. 

IHI \i\KR[AOF 



I LI , the ncx day < amc at 
1 3 the carndgt and four wii» 
^\a)^lng at the ambafidor’s 
doai , ind Mis»s GufAn au<l 
the ijithflc Kicks»ey ^cre 
punctiil to the 'ipmtment 
1 d'lnt wibh to digscni* 
thf ina iidge suninary-^how 
the taibisy chaplmg jmed 
the hands of this lo\ing>oun,f 
coupk hw one of the em- 
bab> footmin uas cillcd in to 
witness the inu^indpo^ how 
MibS wep and fainted^ as usial 
— tnd how Deuceace carried 
her, fainting, to thebnskyiand 
drove oU to I'ontmgblOi where 
thev weic top<iss the lust 

of the honc) moon rhe> took no stivnls, because thev wis^it^ ihe> 
said, to be pnvit And so, when ] hid shut up the steps, and bid the 
postilion dn\e on, 1 bia ajew to the lloniabblc Algernon, and mat Olf 
stratr to his exlent father 

“ 1$ It all over, Chawls ? " s rid he 

" I saw them turned off at igsackly a quarter past i;3| tg/fl 
sajrs I , 

"Old you give Misi Giiffin the paper, as I tolvl yo%t 

munage?* y' 

" I did, nty lord, m the presents of Ml Drown, 
who can swear to her having hid it ’ 

T must tdl you that my lotd had made me md A pajper 
L ul} OrifSn had written, and which 1 was co 0 u 4 md to give Uliast 
1 j. ncr i»ei||||^d abuffi It ran to this eflfect 
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According to the apthonty gfven xae by the will of my late dear husband, 
I forbid the marriage of Miss QnfBjs with Honoilrable Algernon Vercy 
•Deuceace. If Miss Grifhn |icxsi$ts m the htuion, I "wam htar that she must 
Is1 ide by the consequences ofher act 

Leonora Lmxi ia Griffin 

May 8, 1818 * 


E When 1 gave this to Miss as she entered the cortyard, a minnit 
wfore my master’s arrivle^ she only read it contemptiously, and said^ 
* I Uugh at the threats of Lad> Griffin , ” and she toar the paper in 
and walked on, leaning on the arm of the faithful and obleagmg 
Miss Kickbcy 

r I picked up the paper for feai of axdent**, ind brot it to my lord 
ijot that thc'c was iny neccssaty , toi he d kep a ropy, and made me 
and ^another witniss tin> Lady Cinftin’s solids itor) reid them both, 
before he sent either away 

^ ^*Good sayi» be, and he pro|uiced fioin his potfolio the fello of 
that bcwchus fifl> pun note, which he d given me yesterday ** 1 keep 
my promise, you see, Charles,” s'l^s he *‘\ou aie now in Lady 
Grifiin’s service, in the place of Mr hitzchicnce, who retnes Go to 

I fid get a livery ” 

my lord,” says I, “I wis not to go into Lady Gnfhnses 

ccording to the bargain, but into ” 

all the same thing,” says he, ind he walked off I went to 
Ps, and ordered a new li\rv, and found, likwise, that^our 
and Munseer Moi timer had been there too My lady’s 
\ changed, ar d was now of the same color as my old coat at 
peace’s , and I’m blest if there w isn’t a tremenjious great 
ronit on the butins, instid of the Giiifm rampint, which was 
•ar. 

4 AO questions, however, but had myself measured , and slep 
; at the Plas Vandome 1 didn’t go out with the camdge foi 
two, though; my lady only taking one footmm, she said, 
was turned out. 

k you can guess what^ m the wind mm f 
oaysetf a dressing-case, a box of Ody colong, a few duzen 
neckcloths, and other things which were necessary for 
in )|ny rank. Silk stockings was provided by the rules of 
t. And I completed dm Insmss by wntm^ the Ibllying 
my latemastw:.— 
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^ CHAftiKS VEXLOWPLUSHf TO. THE HONOURABLE 

a/p. »euceace. i 

Bur, --'S^ cknisiaiistcs have acurd sins I last had the hohner of wating oiv 
which render it im])osshil (hat I should remane any longer in yoursuyvicc. 
pn thank you to leave out my thinx, when they come home on Sattady fro^u 
the wash, 

•'Your obeajnt servnl, 

“ Charles Yellowjplusu. 

*^Flas Vcftdome." 

The athography of the abuv noat, I confess, is atrocious ; but ke 
tmfyvoo? I was only cigiiteen, and hadn then the expearance in 
writing which IVe enjide sins. 

Having thus done my jewty in evry way, I shall pro^ead, in' the 
nex chapter, to say what hapiul in my new place. 
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CHAPTER X. 
ihk honev-moo.v. 




. pwra-cake, w 

Or. the caras was wrote, in Guffick clmracters, 


™ Jih weak at rontingUow past 
L away ; and at the end 

^ of It, our son and daughter, 
^ in-Liw-— a pare of nice young 

\ tultle-(luvs--returned to their 

ncM, at the H()tel Mirabew; 

1 Mispeck that the cvrX’ turtle- 
f dove was preshos sick of his 
barging. 

~ When they arriv’d, the fust 
thing they found on their 
tabic was a large parslc wrapt 
« up in silver paper, and a 
newspaper, and a couple of 
3 ^ catds, tied tip with a peace of 
^ white ribbing. In the panic 
^ w.is a hansuine piece irf - 
plum-cake, with a deal of 


earl of eraU. 


in small Italian, 


CtwuUsf of Crabs. 


‘ Bwl ij^ Otihg, 
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Leanol'a Emiln, widow of tlio hte l^uniien^nt OenomI Sir George imKin, 
K C U An el<gint dfjtmur W4S given to the hap|^ conpk by his EvccUcncv 
!L<mi Bobto who gave away the bnd^ The FUe of the forugn diplomicv, 
thjs mee TalUynnd and MarvhU the nuke of Dalmatia on behalf ol U M 
the Kjng of !• ram c honourc d the banqoet ami the marrj;^^ cererm uy I ord 
and 1 a^ly Ciabs intend passing a few aetks at Siint Clou 1 ** 

The above dorkjme it*', lUm/ with n> own tiifiiing billy, ot w’lich 
I have also givn x cop/, guatecl Mr ind Mrs Deuceace oi their 
amvle from I ontuigblo Not being present, I e mt say whit Deuce- 
ace a«iid, but 1 iiii fme> how he h ind how poot Mis j>euC«x<^ 
Jookt lbe> wtrent mu h melincd to it t iftcr the ftteeg of the 
junry, for, in J in hoir ilttt then iiii\ il u Pins, the liosscs vv^^ic * 
put to the can dge igen, mil down iliev c mu Ihundoiing to our 
iountr> house it St Cl )ud pionoiin t h> those ib i truichimn 
Sng Kloo;, to mlcrrup iii chisle loves uul dti shs lorridgc inij 
nienls 

\ly1oidwu sittn ii a uiinsvn d n diessm sOwn, lomng on i 
sofi at an open \vind>, smoikmg sea u is uslile hei hdyship, who, 
lo du her ptstice, ehi mind the smell, ocrnpied inothei end of the 
room, \nd was workuv> m wasted, a f ii of si ppeis, or an umbrtiloic 
case, 01 a coilskittk, or some siuli nonsnts \ou would hue 
thought to hue scan *em tbit the> Inel been in lined i senti},a( 
hast ^cll, 1 bust m upon ihu <on|u il tiim tath^ ind said, \er> 
mu<h ilirmed, " My loid hcie’s sour sc n and diughtei ii> law*** 
ell, si> s ni> lord, quite c dm, ** ind wh it then ^ * 

* Mr Uciu eic I * sus ni> lad\, si irlinv’^ up ind looking fcitened 

“Yes, in> love, niy son, but >ou need not be ilaimedi Pl^iy, 
Qiirics, Sly tbit I id\ Crabs and I will bt very happy to see Mr ancl 
Mib. Deuceitc, uid thit they must e\*use us receiving them tts 
Jfan^ilU Sit std’ ii> blessing like thin coolly Have you got the 
box w ith the p iptrs 

Mv Ud> pointed to i greit green box -the same from w^uch she 
bad uken the pipeis, when Dcuceice fust saw them,'^Hil|Ki 
V t to my lord a hne gold key I went out, met Deuceaedabti bi« 
wHe on the stepps, g ive m> mrssinge, and bowed them palttel^ 

4, hty lord hdn’t use, but smoaked away as usual (ptaiffi 

tout i cant say'^ * my lady sat upiight, looking heOlddnm and 
$):tang Denceate walked in, his left arm ued to hte bcOas^ bi% wife 
on the other He looked very pale and frightened , hia wife, 
podi ihihg^ had her head bemed in hei hnndkeroblef^ bOhd fit tb 
urvak her heart. 
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lit 


Miss Kickse>, who wds m the loom (but I didnl mention hear, she 
was le&h than nothmk m our liouse)i ^»ent up to Mm, Deuceice at 
nnst^ and held out her aims-^slie had i hcait, that old Kteksey;, and I 
respert her tor it I he pooi hunchback flung heihclf into Miss's amis» 
Uvith a kind of whoopmj sc retch, and kep there for some time, sobbrnt** 

1 quite a historical matinei 1 ly, theie wot ^omg to be a sean, and 
fso, m oors, left the dooi ijn 

[ “ Welcome to Smin* ( loud, Al^ m> >ii)y siys mj loid, m a loud, 

^hearts soice ”\ou thou,;ht you would ^jive us the slip, eh, you 
rogue ^ But we knew it, mydeu fellow we knew the w nolo afliitr — 
did we not, mv souP and \<jii 'scc, kept out sarct beitei than you 
did yours * 

• “ 1 must conftb*-, sn, siss ncu<ouc, Inwm , * tint I hid no idci 

J )f the hiiipinc'--* whwh iw iitccl mo in the shipc of i inotlKi m law ” 

‘ No» you do» no n^, sr> inv \)ul, “old buds, ^oll 

r know, not to be ciii^ht with chill like youn^ onc> But htie we ate, 
dl splncd imi hippy, it hsf Su down, VlfOinoii, let st lukc a 
‘‘igii, and tilk Over dn penis ind id\ci tines of the last month My 
lose, says mv loid, tmmng to his lidy, you hive no miiicc against 
po ir Algernon, I trust ^ Pr^y sli ike //t\ h vi i * (A f»in ) 

but my Udy losc md sud, “I hive Did Mi IMiceitc, that I 
I never wished to see him or spcik to him, moie I set no reiion, 
nov, to chiii^e my opinion And licitwith she siilcu out of the 
j loom, by the door through vhieh Kul ay hid c irried pool Mrs 
i f V uceacre 

[ “Well, well," says my lord, as I ady Crab swept by, “ f was m 
jyjwpes she had forgiven you, out I know the wholn story, and 1 musi 
you used her ciuclly lU i wo stungs to youi bow that wat 
Aont {same, yni it, you rogue’ ' 

you mcai^ my lord, thit \ou know ill that pist between m< 

* uW <int — krtidy Ciabs, bc^forc oui qu iircl * 

—you made love to he i, lud she wis almost m lose with 
■pa, plted her for money, she got i min to shoot your hind ofl 
m no more dice boxes, now, Dnureif e , no more fcrxcfrr /a 

INNsV* v| think how tho deuce you will manage to luc without 

Vbttir lordship is very kind , but I have given up pi ly altogethffr,^ 
says pOubhace, looking mighty black and uneasy. 

Ipibedi Benedick has turned a mor«il man,1i^ he? This 
IS bsuer and Wteii Aie you tfunhmg of going into the churchpi^ 
''■'Oeueeace?^*' 
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life. My dear creature, he has not a shilling^nota single ju.ir*i\edi, 
by all the gods and goddesses." And tliis exint noblemin began laffm 
louder than ever : a very kind and feeling genlmn he was, as all 
confess. 

There was a ])awb ; and Mrs. Deuceace didn begin cussing ami 
^wc»*ring at her husband as he luid done at her: she only said. “ O 
Algernon I is this tnie ? " and got up, and went to a chair and wep 
in quiet. 

My l(»rd opened the great box. ‘Mf you or your lawyers would 
like to examine S>r flcorgc's nill, it is quite at your ser\'ic:c ; you will 
see here the proviso which I mentioned, that gives the enthe torUine 
to Lady (Inftin — l.ad> Ctabs that is : and hcie, my ilear boy, you sec 
the danger of hasty conclusion^. Her lidjsliip only showed >ou the 
(]/ the Cij//, of course ; she wanted to ti> you. \ou thought 
you ni.ulc a great stroke in at on«o proposing to Miss fhittin— do not 
mind it, my Io\c, he really lo\e> you now \ery siuceo ly ! when, in 
fai t, y<»u would 1 m\c done miuh better to Iiiue icad .ac rest of the 
will. You wcie (ompletcly bitten, iny boy —humbugged, bamboozled 
and by your old father, you dog I fold \ou I w’ouUl, you 
know, when you icfuscd to lend me «i portion of youi Dawkins money. 

I told you I w'oidd; and I Mif. 1 had you the miv next day. Let 
this be a Icsson to y-o«. Percy iu\ bo> ; don't iiy )our lui'k ogam 
against such ohl hands: look deiucd well before you leap: 
tM ram forte fft, my Lul, which means, read bolli sides of the will I 
think lunch is leady ; but 1 sec \oii dun^t smoke. Shall wc go in?'* 

“Stop, my lord,” says Mr. Dcuccn< e, very humble : “I shall not 
share your hospitality'— but-* but you know my condition; I am 
penniless - you know the mannci in which my wife has been brought 
up *' 

“The Honourable Mrs. Deutcace, sir, shall always find a home ^ 
here, as if imthing had ocemred to interrupt the friendship between 
her dear mother and herself/’ 

“Anil lor me, sii,” says iJcuccace, speaking faint, and very slow j 
I hope -T fnist— I think, my loid, you will not forget mc?^ 

Forgot y'ou, sir ; certainly not." 

“ ^nd that you will make some pro^ ision ? '* 

Algernon Deuceace,” says my lord, getting up from the sophy, 
and looking at him w'ith sich a jolly malignity, as / never see, “ I 
ricclare, before heaven, that I will not give you a penny ! ” 

Hereupon my lord held out his hand to Mrs. Dcticeace, and said, 

‘ My dear, will yx>u join your mother and me ? We shall ahvay s, as I 
s/d, have a home for you.'^ 
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« M> lonl/* sand tba {kmu thitigi dipping; ^ home is 

i /um I * 

* « * • « 

« * « « 

* * # » • ♦ 

About three months iifter, when the season u ts beginning at Tans, 
and the autumn leafs was on the gtoiind, my Jord, my Udy„ mo and 
Mortimer, were t iking i ‘-irsil m the Hoddv BaUmg, the canidgc 
diivmg on slowly ala ul, and us as happy as possbtll, admiring the 
pleasant woods and tin goldn ainset 

M> lotd w IS c'p cxquuit beauty ot 

(nesean, and poutiii^ torth a host of hotitle and \irtuous scntamciits 
soottible to the hour It was dditcih to luai him. Ah said he, 
** black m isi be the hent, mv Uoc, which dot'i not feel the nitiuence 
of a scene Iil c tin jiihuiiiit* .is it wuie, from those sunlit skits, a 
portion o{ ttuii rclc-kUil gold, and Riming b«uncv\iiit of lioiscn with 
eadi putc di night ot ilu> dcli« tous ni ' * 

Lady siabs did not sptMk, but pK«’t his arm and looked upwaids 
Mortimer and I, too, felt some o< the «ri(}iweiUs of tlu scan, .indlent 
on our goold stick in silom o. 'the c iiii igo drew up close to us, and 
my lotd and ra> I idi s luntcied •■lowU lords it. 

Jest i» the pi ue was a h* rich, tiul on the bem h '■lie i pooily died 
hvoman, ^ind by hei, k iniiu, v amst i tree, w is a ii in whom I thought 
I (I scan betor ffc w i dicsl in i shibby blew cost, with white seems 
|ind toppCi buttons , i torn h it w u on liu iusid, md great cpiantaltcs 
At ULitted hui and whiskers dishggiud his countnmls lie ivas not 
phaved, and as p<\Ie as stone 

L ,/lly lord and 1 idy dtdn tsk the s igliust notice of him, but pa*t on 
^ihecaitidge Me md Moitmici l(kwi<*« took rwr pi ices. As we 
|bist«tHe man liarl go» i grip of the worn in’s shoulder, who was holding 
down her head ’robbing bittcrh 

No sooner were my lord and Lidy *eited, thin they both, with 
igstroam dellixy and good natui, bust mto .a lor of laftcr, peal upon 
peolf whooping and scteachmg enough to fnghten the c vening silcr ts. 
|)gt;C&AC r turned lound 1 see his face now --ibc fir c of a dcvvlc 
Fust, he lookt towards the camdge, and pinted to it with his 
arm ; then he raised the other, nmi \tntik Hu woman by Acr 
, lS|he fejj^ screaming. 

Foot thing ! Poor thing ! 
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MR. YELLOWPLUSirS A JEW 

end of Mj I3eureace^s 
hisioi) IS ^oing to be the end 
of ni) cott]«:pon(lin(.c I wish 
the public IS sor> to p 4 it 
with me IS 1 am with the 
pubic ljcc\M<- 1 f.ips\ leely 
ill It wc \e b* < ome fiends^ iml 
U il foi mj put A btfoinmg 

t IL if It S 1)111 r 

Us I upo bill foi me to 
<oniin\o\i, liowtvor, 

IS J b ive dunt “Molottinjf the 
iulcs of uuhofinph), and 
li iinphn^ upon the tust pim- 
pills of I n-,iish ^lammai 
^ When I bc^fin I knew no 

^ butci when Td t iind on 

iheso j >pns a little fuithcr, 
and grew acmstind to wntm, I bek*in to smtJ out someihink <iueai in 
tn\ st>lc WnUrn tlu hist scswciks I hus been Icnmnty to spell 
and when all the woild w is ujok iiie, at the fcstivt i*ics of our )0U^lhl 
< biean — when all i s ntic fixt upon bet long sweet of amb«ibdoib ahd 
pnnees, follow in, the splendid rmid t of Maishlc the I)uke of 
llimlatni, ami blinkm,. uthcpcoils ind dnmmcof Pnnee Oystcr- 
casy— \tllowplu&h wis in his lomlj panttv — /•/» e)©*- wcic h\t upon 
the sp lling btx ik hi, heart was bent upon nustnne* the di8^k|etics 
of the lilicu prolesshn 1 ha\o bten, m fact, tomtftui. * 

^ot1 ahull heie how Ouis, jou know, is a Wig house, and ever 
sais bis thud son has got a plmc m the lieasuiy* his aeqkod fit cap- 
tintf!»> in the CUiards, hib fust, the secretarv oi embasy with 



♦ Thl^ was wtiuen m iSjR, 




:i prospick sins 
master’s has 

had the> 'piTphiis of a' 

hojxrabblb jLihbaral* itt or outt>f the House Cwttihinsl ^ 

, W<^,"b^ing; a Whig, it’s the fashn, as you knoW, to lOsc^fs^ahieiy 
pipple; and accordingly, at dinner, 1 other day, whose namb do )iou 
think J had to hollar out on the fust !anding*|dacc about a wlcka^? ^ 
After several dukes and markises ha<l been enounced, a very |p|ntell 
fly drives up to our doar, and out i»tcps two gentlemen. One pnil» 
and wor spek tickles, a wig, and a white neckcloth. Tlie otlia:. was 
^lim with a hook no:>c, n pail fuse, a small waist, a i^Utng 

shoulders, a tight coat, and a caiarack of black sattlng tumbTiAg^ bul 
' ef his busm, and falling into a gilt velvet weskit. The little g^nlmn 
settled his wigg, and pulled out his l ibbins ; the younger one fluked 
the dust of his shoos, looked at his wiskcrs in a little ]>uckit-g|as, 
settled his crevgtt ; and they both moiinred up-stairs. 

. «\Vbat n.amc, sir?*’ i>ays I, to the old genlmn. 

?satne I- -al now, you thief o’ the wiirrld,” says he, "do^yoit 
. pretind nat to know fftef Say it’s the Cabinet Cyclopa— no, I js&ne 
the Litherary Chvan—psha ! -bluthanowns I— say it’s Dqcthor DlO- 
CLKSIAN Lakner -I think Tic’ll know me now— ay, N id?'* /flat the 
^nlmn called Mid was at the botin of the stare, and pretended to be 
very busy with his shoo-string. So the little gcnlmn went upstares 
iulqne. 

‘ “Docior.Djolestus I-arnkk !” says 1. 

^Doctor Athanasius Lardnek !” says (Jreville Titz-Roy, our 
’ secknd footman, on the fust landing-place. 

Sgitattuif ftapola I ” says the groom of the chambers, who 
"fp^ietids to be a schoUar .;. and in the little gcnlmn went. Wheo 
housed, the other chap came; and when I asked him his tiatne, 
soii^ in a thick, gobbling kind of voice ; 

^ ** Sawcdw'adgeorgecarllittnbulwig.” 

>^Sir what ? says I, quite agast at the name. 

* ' 'T?^Skw^wad— no, I mean Mistawedwaid Lyttii Ilulwig.” 

- trembled undet me, ray i’s fiild with tiers, ray voice shook, 

S t vcnrabble name to the other footman, and saw lliis 
writen go up to the drawing-room I 
tb mention the names of the rest of the coropny, or 
iudkmstansi^ of the dixmer. Suffa to say that the tw*o 
iehaved Ver)r wdl, smd seamed to have good apjpytights; 

iQ th^^^ who et, dnmW,And talked a.s 









I'wance mer^j^ Ul tite oov pure 

Wenglishl 1 $ «tHDMy m 

Aineiiinei^^ Ymie to in C^na^ fiiom 

MonttmS^ to Towvmto-^ud> as I sua gmsd&iA to htix M^txky 
tweiid iJie^Vtmor of Cape Coau^t Castle^ wcgtxlarlf weeeiiyedLin 
AiwK:% and taranblated into the Mandingo language by the YniSildl^-> 
a«iOs atu) the bushrangers. 1 need not say, gent1einai«<'ShMttnt 
IS, Mr* Speaket- i metii, Sir John that I allude to the Litewawy 
Chwohide, of rhich I hi\e the honour to be pvunqipai contwibutor," 
**V«ytrue, m> dcii Mr BuUrig/siyb my master: “you aedX 
benig Whigs, must of course stand by out own fhencls ; and I wilt 
without a moment's hcsitartoii, thit the Literary wbat«dye- 
caUHtm IS the pnneo of pcnodir«ih ” 

*^The Prmu* of pewiodicals •'** -^ijs Puling ; “uiy dear Sir JolWr 
itf$ the empe\^o>\ of the pwtss " 

let It be the tmperorof the press, «i& >ou poetu ally call 
It : but, between out seises, confess it. *-I)o nut the lory wriMra 
beat your Whigs holloas ^ Voutalk \bout tnaga/mes. Look at -w**** 
**Look at hwat>” shouts out Larder. There s nont^ Sir Jwi,* 
rompared to ouirs." 

^‘Pardon me, I think that 

^ It h ^ Bentley's Mislaay ' >ou mane ? " siiys Ignatm% a»i sharp as 
abiddla 

« Why, no; but " 

* thin. Its Coburn, sure; and that diwle Thayodor-^a pretty 
p^r, nr, but l]ght--*thiashy, mtlk and uathery — ^not sthtong, hke the 
Utheraiy Chian —good luck to it” 

^ Why, Doctor Lamdci, I was going to tell at once the name of 
i!fttMi|»onodical,->it is FPAsrR’a MACA/mr.” 

<<Fftl!iSFR * ’* sa>s the Doctor. *• O thundei and turf ♦ ” 


^.-FwasFR » ” says Bullwigr ** O— -ah- hum— haw— yes---no— 

15 weaU>— no, weally, upon m> weputation, I never before 
the name of the pewiodicak By the by, Sir John, what we- 
good dawet this is ; is it Lawose or Laff— V* 
iedieed ! ho cooden git beyond laff ; and Pm blest if I could 
nelthcsr,— for hearing him pretend ignumts, and being bdUnd 
settlin sumthiak lot the genlmn, I bust into sudi ardir 
roflfig^geverw^ % 

saye BuUwig, ttire^ red. ^Have I said any^^ 
a 9 f widiculous? fyrt ymSfy, 1 never befisw irncoBoct 
» ttrtmitfiidotts peal of cgchiiijtaHo n^ 
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tlio My piper, ^'Hkya lMeir> " J iMk fmt «|lffa%v> 

6ii your !m«^t)atioii. Noe read Froitrt befie\e 

tnip^lai^lord iJkt • he reads every 'vrord of it, the rogue ^ The bo>s 
maga/me baste him as if he vias a sack of oatmaiesk My 
Meoti for crying out, Sir Jan, was because you mmtioned Fwir at 
f |)ullwig has e\cry syll iblc of it lie heirt- from the pailUtue d6an 
to the ‘ Ycllowplush Correspondence * ” 

Ha, ha s«i}s Bullaig, affecting to hit (you maybe suro mV 
f yearn prlckt up when 1 heard thenxmc of the ‘'\clIowplu3h Corre* 
sppndehce’*) ha ^ why, to tell twuth, 1 /lavt wead the oowe- 

tqpogdence to which } 0 u allude it » a gw cat favowite at court* I 
eWis talking with Spwing Wite and John Wu^bcll about it the other 
day.** 

*^WeU, and what do jou think of it ^ si>s Sir John, looking mity 
seigghdir^for hr knew it was me who roit it 

f*Whv, wcdUy and twuly, there*s considew ibic cleiciness about the 
$ hut ifs low, disgustingly low it iiolites pwobabiiityi and 
the orthogwaphy ib so c irefidly inaccuwate, thit it requires a positive 
study to compwchend it/* 

** V«$, faith,” ssys Lamer , “the arthagi'^phy is dclcstible , it*s as 
bad for a man to write bad spillin is it is for 'em to speak v^td a 
brregue. 1 duration fui»t, and gamu'* iftcrwaids \our healthy ixiy 
k&d, and good luck to \ou 

*Yaw wemark,’ sass Bullwi/, “is \ew\ appwopwiatc YouwlU 
weco&ecti Sir John, in Hewodotus (as for you. Doctor you knew iic|finF|e 
^ixnkt Iwish than about (fweek;,- you will wecollect, without a* 
Stday newwated by that cwcdulous though fascinating chwoniich^ ef 
acektam kmd of sheep which I;» known only in aiertam distwk^ef 
Awahia, ind of winch the tail is so enormous, that it either dmpjj^ 
oah tibe gwound, or is bound up by the shepherds of the country ittfo It 
smali whtN^lbawwow, or cart, which makes the chwonicler 
^ wefnaik that thus * the sheep of Awabia ha\e their own chashidij^lS^ 
hsvb bften thought, sir, (this elawet is wealiy necUweous)a4i*£^ 
I thought that the wace of man may bo rompawod tp 
^Msthfan sheep-^gentus is our tail, education our whee&rf^^iHlra 
Without art and education to pwop it, this gemuf dw<qp|jMi!it^o 
gwouA^ and is polluted by the mud, or mjvted by the woc$ 
the trey ^ with the wheelbawwow it is stwengAgned, 
pippmeA^ pwtde to the owtieri a bMing to 



“A \arY X VaaflfwA 

that the gcAiw im Bdtnd }ti4 4fm dti/am «Kb 

support^ » 

" Apropos,^ aaid BaSwig, "who « YttHowpitisb? I was glve^to 
tmdofmnd that the name was only a hcUtioos <me, and that the paper* 
were wnttcn by the author of the ♦ Diary of a Phyucian if se* 
tlie man has wondetfully impro\etl m style, and there ts some hope 
of him,’' 

"Bah si>s the Duke of Doublejowl , "cvcr> liody knows it^s 
Bamatd^ the ceh br ited uthor of * Sim Slick * * 

M Pardon, m> deir duke, siys Loid lUgwi^ , " itS the authOffOd 
-(dr* High Life/ ‘ Ahn-K k s, tnd other f ish on ib e no\ cK ^ ^ 

** Fiddlestick's end’” si>b Doctor I itnii “dont be blushing 
and pretinding isk questions don't uc know \ nit Bull wig/ lt*« 
}OUyottra If, sou thief of the world wc smoked >ou from thevsexy 
beginning 

Bullwigwas tboul Indian iml> to tcph,when Sir fohn interrupted 
thegii and s^id, "I must corrcf t >oii ^11, gentlemen , \h \eUowplaifh 
IS no other than Mi \ellowplush hr fivi >ou m> dc%i lluilii)ilg« 
ydor last glass of chimpigne it dinner ind is now inmnuteofmy 
hopse, and an omttncnt of m> kiu hen < 

" Gad t* bij s DoublejowU " let s h ivc him up * 

^ Hear, hem sn) s il igwig 

"Ah, now,* si)s I irner, “ \our gricc is not going lo call up and 
talh to a footm in, *-111 1 > Is it „intdlc •*' 

"To say tlic Ic si of it, sn\s bullwiq:, “ the pwictic t is iwweguUr, 
m^indecowou> , nnd I weail> dont see how the mtcniew uinbe m 


pwoht iblc ” 

But the vices of the company went agmnst the two littery men, 
gtjer)boay excep them was for hiving up pooi me The bdl 
tra^jKlhng , butler came "Send up Chirles,” 5i>s mister; and 
adio was stindmg behind the skreind, was pcrsnl> abliged 

*'^ptole 5 ,” 8i>s master, "1 hive been telling these gentlemea 
the author of the ^Yidlowplush Correspondence' inTfosef^s 

beat magaame m Hurope^** 8a>8 the duke 
" Ayljnhkdistaket’' says my lord 

"fM&t ? *aya ijamcr , "and where’s the Litherary Cliran?^ 

I nothink, but made a bough, and bhiaht like p*c9di&^ 

cibbit^H* 



m y&tWWPLUSH. 

first place 


«iAe do, ptmr».^ sU^t humE^^lim 

. ybur grace/' says I, *^1 know liy 
Ip^lK 'Wms. I will take a glass of port, and drink it to 
|j|^is'hDnrabbIe conipny.’’ . -‘'Ij 

^ ; i'.:* When Fd swigged off the bumper, which his g^ce hitniii^ 
S^tfi'honour to pour out for me, there was a silints for a 
master said : — . ;' V. 

% ** Charles Yellowplush, I have perused your memoirs ia 
'Wjagazine. with so much- curiosity, and have so high ah 


3 rpur tal^its as a writer, that I really cannot keep you as a 

longer, or allow you to discharge duties for which yott34^|l^^ 
^ite uhfit; With ail my admiration for your talents, 

I still am confident that many of your friends in the 
wiU clean my boots a great deal better than a geudentajh*^‘^^e> 
‘can ever be expected to do — it is for this purpose 
f^men, and not that ^ey may be writing articles in ma^stoes^.v^jut 
■^ou need not look so red* my good fellow, and had bett^^l^e- 
glass of port -^I don't wish to throw you upon the 
il^thickt-the means of a livelihood, and have made intetpt for 
jll^^^hich you will have under Government, and which will 
^;||^|Saicdn^e,of eighty pounds per annum ; which you can ’ * * ^ 

your literary labours.*' 

Bir,*^ says I, clasping ray hands, and busting into teaif^ 
heaven’s sake, do not !— think of any such think, 
suvvice, because I have been fool enough to wri% 

Ohms but one moment at your honour's plate-=-evi^' 

Ight 33- a inirror ; condysend to igsamine ' your .. s(l^ 
jpay see reflected in them the fases of every 
^ hjlackcd them shoes, / cleaned t^t thm 
forgot the, footman in Uie lltiemry :m^» 

"femindicenee^ of fashnabbte^li^^ift 
W good, gnd promote npUitch : fmd T kpi^iid ^ 
on my- bus^^ and ‘In 

i^tfg 'ymir-befi> ' 
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don’t send me awa>. 1 know aillito,|piid« taiAwf^ me, 

1 d rather be aifoottfian The Hork^t tfcdt m |»ay t^ , 

the vittels mcomp>nibly sttpearor I have bbt to citen my tfafng^, 
and run my Ornnts, and you put clothes on my back> addtn^t^m 
my mouth* Sir I hir Bullwig < an’t 1 right? shaB I quit my atatfon 
and smk-^that ts to s<iy, rise --to ytw i f ’ 

B^wig was violentl) ajOfected , a tear stood m his glistening 1. 
'^Veliowplush,” sa)s he, sei/irg m} hand, you a^c light Quit not 
yqqe present occupation , black boots, clean knives^ wear plush, all 
yqur but don t turn litcrarv m in I ook at me 1 am the first 
nowttbt in Lurope 1 hue langed with cigle wing over the wide 
regicnii of literature, ind perched on every eminence m its iutn. I 
hav4»gaxed with eagle eyes on the sun of philobophy, and fathomed 
themiyvteiious depths of the human mind All Unguages ire iamibat 
to fne> all thoughts ire known to me, iH men understood by me. 
1 have gathered wisdom fiom tlie honeyed lips of Pluo, as we wan* 
deredmthe gardens of Aradames —wisdom, too, from the mouth of 
Job Jtfiinyoni as we smoked out bick> m Seven Dtds Such must 
be the enidies, and such is the mission, in this woild, of the Poeu 
PhSoaopher But the knowledge is onl> tin]itincss , the initiation is 
but misery; the initiated, a man shunned and buindby !u$ fellows. 
Ohjflacdd BuUwig, clasping hi$ binds, and throwing h s <inc I’s up to 
the chandelier, ^Hhe curse of PwomeUicus descends upon his wiyce. 
Wadi and punishment pursue them from gcnewation logtnewationi 
Wp to genius, the heaven-scalcr, the firc-stealcr ' Wo and thnre 
bitter desolation < Larth is the wock on 1 hich /cus, wemorseless, 
stiyetches his witbmg victini— men, the \ iHuies that feed and fatten 
onhntv Ai, Ai ^ it is agony eteinal— gwoamng and solitawy despair! 
A4tM|^{0U# T<^ow plush, would penetwate these mystewies you would 
wa^^the awful veil, and stand m the twemendoiis Pwesence. Beware, 
value your peace, beware ’ Witbdwaw, wash Neophyte * For 
betoHl'e sake— 'O for heaven’s sake^— ” here he looked round with 
biP^bM^^glve me a gbss of bwandy-and-water, for this cbwet is 
bj^jdfaMng to disagiVee with me.” 

^ basing concluded this spitch, very much to his own sattas- 
round to the compny for apbws, and then swigged off 
^ brandy-and^water, giving a solium sigh as he took the last 
dMttk Doctor Ignatius, who longed for a chans, and, kt 
order lib independency began flatly conuadicting his friend^ 

addneh^ asid the i««t of the gcnlmn present, in the 
mannet'^ 



126 7. YELLOWPLUSH, 

' . asthray by the 

B^iWi^ HeY jiilb'A^ , ye, by bhoy . 
ihrvkib ; and it’s c^y to keep , you out of 
he’s palavering you hi this way. nl tell you what — 
Wailh y6 blackguard,— my honourable frind the miniber there has 
me a bunder times by the smallest computation, of his intense 
admiration of your talents, and the wonderful sthir they \ycre making* 
vih the world. ' He can’t bear a rivaL He’s mad with envy, haired, 
.^.Oimltaratablene&s. Look at him, Plush, and look at me. My father 
was not a jtikc exactly, nor aven a inarkis, and see, ncvertheliss, to 
Ilshat a pitch 1 am conic. I spare no ixpihse ; Tm the iditor of a 
; eoplc of pariodicah ; I dlhrive about in me carridge ; I dine wid the- 
'lords of the land; and why— in the name of the piper that plecd 
before Mosus, hwy ? Jlccause I’m a liiheraiy man. Because L know 
how to play me cards. Because I’m Docther Lamer, in fact, and 
mimber of every society in and out of Kuropc. J might have remained 
all my life in Tlirinity Colledgc, and never made such an incom as that 
oiffered you by Sir Jan ; l)ut 1 came to London— to 1 .ndon, my boy, 
and now see ! Look again at me frieml Bullwig. He ' a gentleman, 
to be sure, and bad Imdc.to’im, say I ; and what has been ihe result of 
bis lithcrary labour ? I’ll tell you what ; and I ’ll tell this ginude society, 
by the shade of Saint Patrick, they’re goi*ig to make him a bakinet.’^ 
“ A llAKXET, DoctO: ; ” says I ; “ you don't mean to say they’re 
going to make liim a barnel ! ” 

‘‘Assure as I’ve made ineself a docthor,” says Lamer, 

‘‘What, a baronet, like Sir John ?” 

" The divlc a bit else.” 

“ And pray what for r ” 

“What faw'?" says Bull wig. “ A.sk the histowy of litwituive 


what faw ? Ask Colburn, ask Bentley, ask Saunders and Otley, i^sk 
the gweat Bwitish nation, what faw ? The blood in my veins coined 
pMwifieU thwough ten thousand years of chivalw^oqs anccstwy 
U neither here nor there : my political principlesM^ 

■’ i^ights which 1 have .Vivocated— the gweat cause of fweedoi|i':tm‘ I. 
■^V3f».celebwated, arc known to all. But this, 1 confess, 

with the question. No, the question is this— on .of 

Bj^viraiar^ I stand unwivalied, pwe-cminent ; and the Bwitftb^^em- 
xiieny^imnpwing genius in me, compliments the Bwitish<i|^n by 
lifting into the bosom of the heweditawy nobiUty^ the |||^: gifted 
mei^ber of the democwacy.’* (The honrabble ge^hnt down 

cheers.) , ; c - * ^ 
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“Sir John,” says I, “ and my lord 
frond Ignatius, and the remarks erf the faonm^>lle jSjhdicbm 
just sate down, have made me change the dctuminhuitton Which f^had 
the honor of igspressing just now. 

“1 igsept the eighty pound a year; knowing that I shall have 
plenty of time for pursuing my littery career, and hoping, some day to 
set on that same bentch of barranites, which is deckarated by the 
presnts of my honrabble friend. 

“Why shooden I? It^s trew 1 ain't done anythink as to 
deserve iuch an honour ; smd it’s very probable that I never shall. 
But what then livn^ iis our friends say? I’d much ray ther 

have a coat-of-anns than a coai of livry. Td much raylher have my 
blud-red hand spralirk in the middle of a shickl, than undern^th a 
tea*tray. A b;iriaiiit I will be ; and, in consiquinis. must cease to be 
a footinin. 

“As to my poHttide princcpills, these. I confc-.>\ ain't •^etded : 
they are, 1 ku«)w, neccssa/y ; but they ain’t ncces.'ciry /////// fU/U Jbr ; 
besides, I rcgUir icad the SaUarist ncwvpjper, and so ignirince on 
this pint woultl be intgscusablc. 

“ But if one man can git to be a doctor, and another a barranit, 
and another a capthig in the navy, and another a cotmtess, and 
another the w'ife of a governor of the Cape of Good Hope, I begin to 
per^ave that the littery trade ain’t such a very bad im j igspecially if 
you're up to snough, and know whiU's o^dock. I’ll learn to make 
myself usede, in tlie fust place ; then HI larn to sj^ell ; and, I trust, 
by reading the novvles of the honrabble member, and Ihc'scientafick 
treatiseses of the reverend doctor, I may find the sccrit of suxess, and 
git a Ktell for my own share. I’ve sevral Trends in the press, having 
. paid for many of those chaps' diink, and given them other trects ; 
,ani^‘ao I think Bye got all the cmilcnts of suxess ; therefore, I am 
d<^«bnined, as I said, to igsept your kind offer, and l>cg to withdraw 
the wuds which I made yuus of when I refyoused your hox|)ataUe offer. 
I'ijtitt^t, however " 

you’d witltdraw yourself,’ said Sir John, bursting into a 
^ m^jfsigstroriiuiry rage, “and not interrupt the company with your 
■ ! Go down, and get us coflFce : and, heark ye 1 hold your 

ipngue, or I’ll break every bone in your body; You shall 
have ;jf|i^ place, as I «aid; and while , you’re in my service, you sha|l 
be my ttevant; but you don’t stay in my service after to*mof 7 ^,' 
Go do«li$tair5, sir ; and d<m^ stand starihg here ! " / ' ^ ' 



VELLOWPLUSH. 

: it’s witli a melancholy 
^ f don’t wear plush any more, 

better man. . 
fe.<havinjgf made great progiiss' In ^^Jling), in 
; and preparing, for pttb%a^, in the 
i'<^|ib^dear, “The Lives of Eminent BHttish and Foring 
Wpsherwomen.” 
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■^.>KL£S yEl.I.OWPX.US». H,Q TO OUVHR VORKfi, 
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1:A U WH V.— Tafcih adi/Atfegw 

-«=srr- i . f I . I Sir John and me 

member of parlymcnt) biKt 
Kone down to^pur placC In 
Yorkshire for*«ix 
shoot grows and wood^, 

I enjoy old EngUA to- 
pitalaty. This ugly Canidy 
bisniss unhickaly poi 'aatehd 
to our sports in the cwintt^, 
and brot us iip to.Bubkly 
Square as fa^t as four postRHMis 
could gallip. When there,,! , 
foun^ your parcel, coiwalnlng . 
the two vollumes of a ,new 
book; witch, as I have bi^ 

»Ioly in athUtic exorcises, S 

^fe-bed!ln“L^£:2*^ 

sore, account for my delay in notussing thew^l 
raagasefens have been befoariJand^Sl 
apn^ioiis conceminjg^ it • specialty the' 

orj^y poWisbed in /owr'r 

wdetosai.'in such maltcnL tfau 
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I ‘rcraljfc, not so mueb Sar 'iiyief^^^, 
f^l*.Bai taking the best sjnd most dignified way of ' hafitfe' "ili 
^Whed.' Why make a secret of it at all ? If wrong, it 
pif l%ht it should be done openly, and in the face of her. enoit^ 
^9jm1 highness’s case, as in that of wronged princes in general, yrhy'^ 
l^k from sh-aightrorward dealings, ami rather have recourse to crool^ 
If, -I wish, in this particular iiutauce, 1 could make her royal higlmw 
hilS : but she is naturally indignant at being falsely accused, ^nd 
^o^escend to an avowed explanation.” 

anythink be more just and honrabble than this ? The D^rS. 

abovebored. A clear stage, says she, 

\yor\^t do behind my back what I am ashamed diff 
- my face : not I ! * No more slie does j for you sec 
th^ s^wtis offered this manyscrip^^y the princes, for ^wihhO^ 
she knew that she could actially get for it a large sum 
she was above it, like an honest, noble, grateful, fasshnabW' 
aboars secrecy, and never will have rec^t 
to be an ansure to thM* 


— .w wv.,3..v mi ixiiiDure TO incRii'' 

pm»._ateergrs, who pretend that they arc the equals of fashhawS; 

it s a well-known fact, that the vulgar roagues 
^ hjdlUim of honour. ^ 

reflex honor on her 

life to her ! I’ve often waited behind her chair 
declaration, that, even for the porpus of a^Jending i^k 
m^^he was so hi minded as to refuse anythink like a pecuB^yJ 
p^mtion. It IS actially asserted in the public prints by a 
Biitaifms given her a thmtsa, id pound for the Dairy. A thol^j^ 
|;flonsince ! -it’s a phigment ! a base liblc ! -riiis woman't^^ 
pound, in a matter where her dear mistriss, friend, ' ia^ 
S^M w^ concerned! Never! A thousand baggonitsi^ 

S ^*frabWe to a woman of her xqizrit fcelins and fashion. 

|b'.j>ros«^. It’s been objected to me, when I wi^^ji^ 
^l^nces in fashnabble life, that my languidge 

and not -such as is generally used in thes6.'j^^|^ 
I frequent Now, Pll lay a wager that 
^^^>to..as AB the world knows, by a rele lady. 
they were as 



here qiiot a letter from a coiryspc^jfitJj^t 
honour ; and a very nice cony spoxident lie is^ tofy/ 

l?^3 j? Lady O poor X^ady O ! knows the rules, of 

5?j9i4'^ imperfectly as she doth those of the Greek and Latin Grain^ 
let her brother, w'lio is a sad swine, become master of liei^ 

>4]^ then contrived to quarrel wdlh him. You would see the outli^ 
in the newspapers ; but not the rcjHjrt that Mr. S-^ — 
j;j^t>iish a pamphl 't, as an addition to the Harician Tracts, setting 
)|^atory adventures of liis sister. We shall break our necks in jhaiil»4Si 
\t, of course crying ‘ Shameful ’ all llic wliilc ; and it is said that liMy 
be cut, which T cannot entirely believe. Let her tell two ot* 

■ :4roincn about town that they arc ^young ami handsome, and giye 
-''.jittoed parties, and .die may .still keep the .society which she hath beeit!i3isSC%s? 
flffe times are not so haul as Uiey once were, when a woman could n^t;itc5Sfe 
Magna Charla wdh anything like imtiunity. People were as 
years ago. Hut the d.iys are gone by wherein my lord-prolect6i^: 
;-^^to'nion wealth of England was wont to go a love making to Mrs. 

the Cil^le under his arm. >: . 

t? '"** And -so Miss Jacky Gordon Is really clothed with a husband ^nd ’ 

^jss I.Aura Manners left without a mate ! She and Lonl Stair should 'to&nry ' 
./i^d have children, in mere revenge. As to Miss Gonlon, she’s a Vehus vfreIX- 
y^ted for such a Vulcan, — whom noiliing but money and a title could 

tolerable, even to a kitchen wench. It is> said that the AiattlaKto^t 
*|tqrjre$poudence between thi.s coujde is to be puldi.shed, full of sad 
you may lie sure scarcely a word is true. In 

, A s made use of these elegant epistles in 

nstonc : but that rust- would mn avail ; so in 

I I. What a cargo of amiable creatures 1 Vet-. 

lievc in the c.\i.stcnce of Pandemonium. - \ 

You are perfectly right respecting the 
! cry out against, and all find very comfr>rtable*<^mi»^^ 
sands and bleak neighbourhood of the sea | 
of Van dcr Velde’s pictures.h'^H upon crinisoir 
king in reality. — and m'elle* ftolkmg 
Cholmoodeley Ilousey but seem not to ripen iu 
ootbhumoured) and t believe, good-hearte^so 
is cars, seems a gtontne London miss, toada- 
[ '^s^e 'fb^'a.eoto^ helpmate ? For 













24 //t . — Yesterday the princess went to meet the Fijpi 

^' Kensington. Lady told me that, when the % 

to her mother, and said, ‘ For God*ssake, be civil 

of Leeds, who followeil her. Lady said she 

latter ; but whjjn the Princess of Wales talked to her, she sooBf 
And easy, that one could not have any/-<r//» 5 ' alx)ut hcr/dei^^/yj^ 
tte, I was told, was looking handsome, very j^ale, but hef 
iingly dressed, -tliat is to say. less dressed than usual. Her 6^ 
full round shape which is now in its prime ; but she disfigures fe 
her boddice so short, that she literally has no waLst. 
pretty ; and so are her hands and arms, and her cars, and the 
bill head. Her countenance is exi>ressive, when she allows her pifesd^ : 
Vjr^y.upon it.; -joid 1 never saw any face, with .w little shade, express- 

and varied emotions, l^^dy toM me that the 

j A., 'k..r citiifitirm. n^nd said, in a verv oiliet. 


I^S^l and varied emotions, l^^dy toM me that the rrincess 

gS jalked to her about her situation, and said, in a very *piiet, 

way, she vmtld not bear it, and that, as soon as parliamentottHSlr^!^ 
^Kt^ed to come to Warwick Tlonsc, and remain there; that she’ivtojpj^ 
^^^mined not to consider the 1 luchess. of I .eeds as her blit 

lady. She made many observations on other ]X'rsons and 
^^'^appears to be very quick, very penetrating, hut imperious alw};>^^h; 
is a tone of romance, too, in her character, which will only .^i^e 


^^^^She told her mother that there haxl been a great battle at 
^^ij^een the queen and the prince, the formerjefusing to give upMUaKjnf^^^ 
^jmkher-own person to attend on Princess Charlotte as sub’goyeme5A*l-4^1|!lj|^ 


I nd gone to Windsor himself, ami insisted on het'di^ti^ l^^; 
n * was forced to submit, but has been ill ever 
declared it was a complete breaking up of het 
ht of the two princesses, who were talking about , 
le very person they wished to have ; they think 
jr.' It has been ordered that the Princess CharJott#si^^p?t^' 
alone for a single moment ; but the latter went 
r of large shoes full of papers, and having given 
yrent home. Lady ~ told me everything ^tasi 
ilr. Btoughom nixtday,** 

c^r4.'^iU\crea|> even into the b^t 

b^r twcif*daug^^ ^^ ^ 





bis 

f'3?jfificess Charlotte liates her fatlier. 

]^Prui^ss of Wales hates her husband. 

^ 

(fe old quean, by their squobbles, is on the pint of i 
' ► jcwliful daughters are delighted at the news. What a 3 
bble, Christian famly ! O Mr. Yorke, Mr. Yorke, if this 
the drawin-rooms, I’m quite content to live below, in 
r^araty with all men ; writin, as I am now, in my pantry, b? j| 

'1^ a quite game at cards in the ser\'ants-all. With /at there’tife^S^ 
ipteked quarling of this sort. /Fit* don’t hate our children^^^i: 
^ ur mothers, or wish ’em ded when they’re sick, as this 
says kings and queens do. When we’re writing to our 
"ir .^eethcarts, we don’t fill our letters with nasty stoari^s, takin aip 
cter of our fellow-servants, as this maid of honour’s aifttiS 
■ ^end docs. 15ul, in coarse, it’s not for us to judge of Jti 
tj— these great people arc a supecrur race, and we " 

nd jtheir ways. 

-you Tjecklect— it’s twenty years ago no\y— how a bew 
rdied in givin buth to a poar baby, and how the whole 
gland wep, as though it was one man, over that sweet 
*4' in which were sentcred the hopes of every one of us,i5t 
each was as proud as of his own wife or infnt ? Do- y 
how pore fellows spent their last shillin to buy a black i 
hats, and clergymen cried in the pulpit, and the. 

' ‘y through was no better than a great dismal funeral? bo| 
Yorke, who was the person that we all took on so abq 
f.ciallted her the Princis Sharlot of Wales ; and we valyoud a 
her blood more than the whole heartless body of her f^j|i 
looked up to her as a kind of saint or angle, and 
a^fbolish loyal English pipple as we ware in those days) ^ 
sweet lady to rule over us. But heaven bless 
erstition. She was no better than she should be, 
the.Dairy-maid says so. No bettor ?-rif3( 

I SO bad, weM as leaf be. dead ourselv 
^ listen' to this pntty chanitable 













a sweet flii^ soothing society to mei** " 

7^ pleasing, lady-like, moral extract for you 1 ' 

'^ng of fifteen has picturs of /tao lovers in her 
number more. This dellygate young creature 
‘^f iumdedy (I can’t find it in Johnson’s Dixonary), ahdt i^ 
^ the thing (ellygence of languidge), if the dajfijjM 

have let her. '' 

to tell you the truth, Mr. Yorke, I doan’t bcleave^^ 
of this story. This lady of honner says, in the fust pkjfc^^ 
^|^|li^cess would have talked a good deal of tumdedy : whicEf^i^ 
Oppose, indeasnsy, if she, the lady of honner, would 
'is a good one ! Why, she lets every body else talk 
3i|S^.hearts* content ; she lets her friends write tumdedy, and^^ 
it for a quarter of a sentry, she prints it. Why then|^^ 

E ut hearing a little ! And, then, there’s the stoaryvi® 
This woman has the honner to be received^ ^ 
mei; by a British princess ; and what does the 
do? 2 picturs of the princess’s relations are han^^jj 
the Dairy- woman swears away the poor young pH^^ 
swearing they are picturs of her lovers. For 
u slanderin backbitin dairy^woman you ! If you'i^ 
0 your “ dear old aunt,” on going to dine with 
I very ‘‘sweet and soothing society” indeed. 
ked out many more extrax, which I intended 
think 1 have said enough about this Dairy : in 
& gals in the scrvants’-hall are not well pleaaieM^ 
reading this naughty book ; so we’ll have no 
dge about Pollytics, witch is sertnly quite new 

so likely to be able to defeat Bonaparte 
! intiinate knowledge he possessed of his 
istigated against Bonaparte by one who not ' 

.but who possessed a mind equal to his, 
oth information and advice how 
panie de Stael.^ It not,, a$ 

ISemoko^e; for, at the time 
'By- 






r^i'.dSscuvery ! that the overthrow ot Bbne}[p^%^ 
Stail/ What nonsince for Colonel Soiith^ii^; i&f 
write histories of the war with that Capsican 
when here we have the whole affair explaned by the.^' 


April lo, 1814.— The incidents which take place eve 
R^ulons. Bonaparte is deposed, but alive ; subdued, but 
his place of residence. The island of Elba is the spot he has 8*®g' 
^^ll^pininious retreat. France is holding forth repentant anhs;^; 

|d sovereign. The Poissardes who dragged J.ouis XVI. to th<j‘^ 
pg^^nting flowers to the Emperor of Russia/ the restorer of their legHS^ 

1 ^ Whsit a stupendous field for philosophy to expatiate in I 
Jb^ for thought J What humiliation to the pride of mere. 

1 Ifow arc the mighty fallen ! Of all that was great^in 
^main's ? Despoiled of his usurped power, he sinks to fnsi^iiieq^c^I ~ 
no moral greatness in the man. Ibe meteor dazzled, scocchodii^- ' 
ji^utterly, and for ever. But the power which rests in those Jirhb 
^^IWered (he nations from bondage, is a power that is delegated to ^ 
l^Aven ; and tlie manner in which they have used it is a guatantift;j^lf;| 
i^tiuance. The Duke of Wellington lias gained laurels unstamedby^i^&E^^^ 
.flow of blood. He has done more than conquer other.s — he 
.himself : and in the midst of the blaze and flush of victory, subFOtthd^;'-: 
homage of nations, he has not been betrayed into the commissjiqftoi; 

: of cruelly or wanton offence. He was as cool and $elf-po^sesi ^4 ^ 
ite blaze and dazzle of fame as a common man would be under IheVi 
his. garden-tree, or by the hearth of his home. But the tyrant who* 
lie in awe is now a pitiable object for scorn to ]>oint the 
ii'i and humanity shudders as it remembers the scourge with whieljl^^ 
’s abdbition was permitted to devastate every home tie, and eveiy'-^ 


‘ after this sublime passidge, as full of awfle 

sentymetits as those of Mrs. Cole in the play, 1 ^altbti}^| 
^.extrak more ^ 


a/I" 


with the poor princess. Lady Chm-lotte^ 
s^ing ell these curious personages; but 
k',fpri^w,^&e 'more happy she 'is at bav^p^;^e^lp|^P 
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he suckmstansies of the^ 
losing hartide areasfol(M,j 
— Me and my friend, 
lal)rated Mr. Smith, red^V 
iscd each othet' Ih- 'th^' 
Hiiymarkct fijcatre, daritii^- 
the jwiformints of the new 
play- 1 was seitn 
gallery, and song out ' 

I (he was in the pit), to jineu^' 

^ after the play, over a glass of 
hear and a cold hoyster, In ■ 
my pantry, the family being 

^ Smith came as appinted. 
We descorsed on the sub^'ick ‘ 
of the comady; and^ after 

TOS, that I (being remarkabble for my style W 
^ wetaswe the languidge, whilst he should tate up w%i 
f the candied . - - . 







of reputation, wii prop 

I ' those immortial wux which have rendered this 
ated. 

I tell you the reazn of my re-appearants ?— a desi^ i 
jck of my fellow-creatures ? Fiddlestick ! A mighty i 
niy busm laboured, and which I must bring forth - 
Jfonsince— stuff : money's the secret, my dear Barnet,- 
spicuma. Here's quarter-day coming, and : 
pay my landlud, unless I can ad hartihcially to my in 
■VvT^s is, however, betwigst you and me. There’s n 
.’blacard the streets with it, or to tell the British public that, 
yr^wpl-ih is short of money, or that the sallybrated hauthor 'dfe^l^ 
.y^ii*^-''Papers is in peskewniary difficklties, or is ffteagued'.hj^&"‘ 
{^i^h^an littery labors, or by his famly suckmstansies, or 

pi^nal matter: my maxim, dear B, is on these pints to;^|r 
is posbile. What the juice does the public care for you i(ir§ 
'W|]^:.inust we always, in prehzzes and what not, be a-talking^ 
puy^es and our igstrodnary merrats, woas, and injaries^ Jtj 
'j^pllll^jick that I porpies, my dear Barnet, to speak to yqiiM 
fiddly way; and praps youll find my advise tolrabbly holesui^^|| 

■ '' Well, then, — if you care about the apinions, fur good or'evil^; 

*pdot suvvants, I tell you, in the most candied way, 1 like you, £9 
;|^ye had my fling at you in my day (for, enfpy nou, that last ’ 

^^pat about you and Lamder was as big a bownsir as ever Wt 
my fling at you ; but I like you. One may objeck to an i 
'|(eal of your writings, which, betwigst you and me, contain ' j 
^ i|ft^lment, sham morallaty, sham poatry, than you'd like tQ^ 
m of this, there's the in you : you've a kind and 
^^youj Barnet— a trifle deboshed, perhaps ; a kean i, i^p 
a^]S „comic (as for your tradgady, it's mighty flatchato| 
l^^lesnt pen. The man who says you are an As is 
'^;vtM^eve him, Barnet! not that 1 suppose you 
fa ..conreck apinion of you from your wu<;k4.j|^| 
rad good as most m^'s: everyjnan4 
^.and We love our own tap— amen ; . bht -thq ^ 

4 ^bsudd way of ciying ou^^^^ 














tlsfe''6eaTt^'man^^ 'y'^i^-j^ 

|r!ts heqd not be so ve^y cast d^j^WiiV yoi 
I’d lay a wager that you make, with one thing; 
hbwles, pamphficks, and little odd jobbs here and. 
thowsnd a year. There's many a man, dear 
less, and lives content. Why shouldn’t "you?- 
a year is no such bad thing, — let alone the barn^^'i^i^ 
a great comfort to have that bloody hand in your 
don’t you sea, that in a wuld naturally cnvitis, wield^‘^^i|^ 
bf a joak, this very barnetcy, these very cumjilaintv^jti^!' 
^a^ess groning, and moning, and wining of yours, is igsacldj^^fl^^ 
which makes people laff and snear more? If you were. 
^i^'d;g:reat school, you must recklect who was the boy most bulli^^Wdv 
l^^lBtld, and purshewd — he who minded it most. He who could ti^e: 
|t^%Sting got but few; he who rord and wep because the knotjEybo^';: 
'^ed' hini nicknames, was nicknamed avuss and wuss. I rec^Ct' 
i]|^||'was at our school, in SmithOeld, a chap of this 

sort, who appeared among the romping, ragged fellers ift a fine 
dressing'gownd, that his mama had given him. THsit'i^re. 
beaten in a way that his dear ma and aunts didn’t i . 

Hanning dressing-gownd was torn all to ribbings, andhep^^t, 
in the school ever after, but was abliged to be taken to some 
i^|^^>saminary, where, 1 make no doubt, he was paid off igsactly in 

5 halligory, my dear Barnet? Mutayto noniiny^' 
nean. You are the boy, and your barnetcy is, the' 
OM dress yourself out hner than other chaps ahc{.; 
ault and hustle you ; it’s human nature, Barn^. 
i, think of your dear ma, mayhap, and begin tck 
th you ; the whole school is at you — ^upper bdy^ ! 
i little ; the dirtiest little fag in the place Mrilli 
mts at you, and take his pewny tug at your, 
avoid such consperracies is to put a pair df 
ind'bust through the crowd of , raggymuffiwS 
ibis hts Hstt, and cries, Wha dares meddlbilifU 
J^netcy^'far instans, did, any 
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ilos 


txip} they 

Uiy ^^dlafTc^ at blm too. 
rjrespeckj then, to the bametcy pint, this is i 
Us littery men I take to be like a pack of 
h, greedy, envius, holding by our friends, and always 
What must be a man’s condtick among such? He mustr 
no nods, and pass on myjastick, or else turn round and p«iraf^> 
i^Bhdfy-^one, two, right and left, ding dong over the face an.S?i!^e.^'i[5j 
all, never acknowledge that he is hurt. Years ago, for 
<^v?e’ve no iU-blood, but only mention this by way of igsampl4Sj)j.t| 

, wgan a sparring with this Magaseen. Law bless you, such a: Tid“ 
gaym I never see ; a man so belaybord, beflustered, bewolloped, 
nev^ known ; it was the laff of the whole town. Your intelacic$hai: 
natur; 'inspected Barnet, is not fizzickly adapted, so to speak, for 
encounters of this sort. You must not indulge in combats wkh 'us.^ 
epur^' bullies of the press: you have not the staminy for a rc^lai^’ 
sef4p.: What, then, is your plan? In the midst of the mob to pasl$h'' 
^as^(^let as you can: you won’t be undistubbed. Who is? .Sohipi 
. stray kix and buffits will fall to you — mortial man is subjick to sucl^^;’ 

. btttj^.yOu begin to wins and cry out, and set up for a marteiv,^9! 

bdilpyou! ' 

libese remarks, pusnal as I confess them to be, are yet, I 
you,' written in perfick good-natur, and have been inspired by ydur 
play of the" Sea Capting,” and prefiz to it;' which latter is on 
intirely pusnal, and will, therefore, I trust, igscusc this kind 
fiamiftam (as they say) diskeushion. I propose, honrabblc 
, eumsider calmly this play and prephiz, and to speak of both 
^ohisty which, in the pantry or studdy, I’ve been ahvays phanioU^pp 
. 'Let us, in the first place, listen to the opening of the " 

' fourth Edition : ” ^ ” 

' 

t/O- "ISfo one can he more sensible than I am of the many faults and 
found in this play ; but, perhaps, when it is considered how 
•h happened in the history of our dramatic literature that goodj 
been produced, except by those who have either been^iKtii^igs. 

^ jSmed theif habits of literature, almost of life, behind the 
looked for a criticism more generous, and .jkss exacti 
by whi^ the attempts of an author accustomed 
r'ici^p^ioii; have been receiv^ by a laige pro^it^ 
steely possible, indeed, .that- tto 
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two kinds : first, the '£iults of one who t:6, l4am iipt the 

mechanism pf his art; and, secondly, of on^who, Imvitijg: writfda^Ji^gely in 
the naitative style of fiction, may not unfieqttefitly mistake the ' effects of .a 
noyel for the effects of a drama. 1 may add to these, perhaps, the def^icncles 
that arise from uncertain, health and broken spirits, which render the author 
more susceptible than he might have been some years since to that spirit of 
depreciation and hostility which it has been his misfortune to excite amongst 
the general contributors to the periodical j^ress ; for the consciousness that 
every endeavour will be made lo cavil, to distort, to misrepresent, and, in fine, 
if possible, to run i/tnvn, will occasionally haunt even the hours of compasitidh, ; 
to chock the inspiration, and damp the ardtmr. , ; ■ , 

“ Having confessed thus much frankly and fairly, and with a hope that X ‘ 
may ultimately do better, should I continue to write for the sbige (which 
nothing but an assurance that, with all my defects, I may yet bring some 
little aid to the drama, at a time when any aid, however bumble, ought to be 
welcome to the lovers of the art, could induce me to do), may I he permitt e<t 
to say a few words as to some of the objections wliich have Ijeen ^lacle against • 
this play? ” 

Now, my dear sir, look what a pretty number of please you put 
forrards here, why your play shouldn’t be good. 

First, Good plays are almost always written by actors. 

Secknd. You arc a novice to the style of composition. 

Third. You way be mistaken in your effects, being a novcli|j||f]by 
trade, and not a play- writer. 

Fourthly. Your in such bad hclth and sperrits. 

Fifthly. Your so afraid of the critix, that they damp your ardcr. 

For shame, for shame, man!. What confeshns is these, —what 
painful pewling and piping ! Your not a babby. I take you to be 
some seven or eight and thulty years old—" in the morning of youth, 
as the flosofer says. Don’t let any such nonsince take your reazn 
prisoner. What you, an old hand amongst us, — an old soljer of our 
;SOvzing quean the press, — you, who have had the best pay, have held 
the topmost rank (ay, and deserved thpm too ! — I gif you lef to quol 
me m sasiaty, and say, " I am a man of genius : Y-iI-wpl-sh says 
so”);— you to lose heart, and cry pickavy, and begin to howl, because 
little boys fling stones at you ! Fie, man ! take courage ; and, bearing 
the terras of your blood-red hand, as the poet says, punish us, if 
we’ve o^ded you : punish us like a man, or bear your own punish- 
ment Ulto a man. Don’t try tp come off with such misrabble lodgio 
that above,. . -f ; 

What do you? Yqu ipve four satisfackary reazns that the play le 
bad (the seclmd if naught,Mbr your no such chicking at play-v^rifing> 
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this being the jforth). You shew that the play must be bad, and then 
begiii-to deal with the critix fot finding folt ! 

^ Was there ever wuss generalship? The play is bad,— your right, 
—a wuss I never see or read. But why kneed you say so? If it was 
so very bad, why publish it? Because you wish to serve the drama i 
0 'fie ! don’t lay that flattering function to your sole, as Milton 
observes. f)o you believe that this "Sea Capting” can serve the 
drama? Did you never intend that it should serve anything, or 
anybody eUe? Of cors you did ! You wrote it for money,-— money 
from the maniger, money from the bookseller, — for the same reason 
that I write this. Sir, Shakspeare wi-ote for the very same reasons, 
and I never heard that he bragged about serving the drama. Away 
with this canting about great motifs I Let us not be too prowd, my 
dear Barnet, and fansy ourselves marters of the truth, niarters or 
apostels. We are but tradesmen, working for bread, and not for 
righteousness’ sake. Let’s try and work honestly ; but don’t let us be 
prayting pompisly about our " sacred calling.” The taylor who makes 
your coats (and very well, they are made too, with the best of velvit 
.collars)— I say Stulzc, or Nugee, might cry out that their motifs were 
but to^assert the eturiile truth of tayloring, with just as much rcazn; 
and who would believe them ? 

'^ell ; after this acknollitchment that the play is bad, come sefral 
pages of attack on the crilix,and the folt those gentry have found with 
it. With these 1 shan’t middle for the presnt. You defend all the 
characters i by i, and conclude your remarks as follows : — 

"I must be ]iar(lone(l for this disquisition on my own designs. When 
every means is employed to misrepresent, it becomes, perhaps, allowable to 
explain. And if T do not think that my faults as a dramatic author are to be 
found in the study and delineation of character, it is precisely because thid is 
the point on which all ray previous pursuits in literature and actual life Would 
be most likely to preserve me from the errors I owniplscwhere, whether of' 
mbjudgment or inexperience. -f 

“I have now only to add my thanks to the actors for the zeal and talent 
with which they liave embodied the characters entrusted to them. The 
sweetness and grace with which Miss Faucit embellished the part of Violet, 
which, though only a sketch, is most necessary to the colouring and harinony 
of the play, were perhaps the more pleasing to the audience fmm the ' gene- 
rosity, rare with actors, whidi induced her to take a part so far inferior to her 
l)owors. The applause which atten^ the performance of Mrs. Warner and 
Mf. Strickland httests their success in characters of unusual difficulty; while 
the singular beauty and nobleness, whether Of conception or execution, with 
which the greatest of living actors has elevatjCd the part of Norman (so tot^ly 
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different from his ordinary range of chaIactei^), is a hew proof of his versatility 
and accomplishment in all that belongs to his art. It would be scarcely 
gracious to conclude these remarks without expressing my acknowledgment of 
that generous and indulgent sense of justice which, forgettiiig all political 
differences in a literary arena, has enabled me to appeal to approving audiences 
—from hostile critics. And it is this which alone encourages me to hope that, 
sooner or later, 1 may add to the dramatic literature of my country something 
that may find, perhaps, almobt as many fi lends in the next age as' it has been 
the fate of the author to find enemies in this.” 

See, now, what a good comfrabble vanaty is ! Pepple have quarld 
with the dramatic characters of your play. “No,” says you ; “if I am 
remarkabble for anythink, it’s for my study and delineation of charac- 
ter ; that is presizely the pint to which my littery purshuits have led 
me.” H.tve you read “ Jil Blaw,” my dear sir ? Have you pirouzed 
that exlent tragady, the “ Critic ?” There’s somctliing so like this in 
Sir, Fretful Plaguy, and the Archbishop of Granadiers, that Pm blest 
if I can*t laflf till my sides ake. Think of the critk fixing on the very 
pint for which you arc famus ! — the roags ! And spose they had said 
the plot was absudd, or the langwitrh absudder still, don't you think 
you would have had a word in defens of them loo —you who hope to 
find frends for your dramatic wux in the nex age ? Poo I 1 tell thee, 
Barnet, that the ncx age will be wiser and belter than this ; and do 
you think that it will imply itself a reading of your trajadies ? This is 
misantrofy, Barnet — reglar Byronism ; and you ot to have a IjeXter 
apinidn of human natur. 

Your apinion about the actors I shan't here meddle with. They all 
acted exlently as far as my humbilc judgement goes, and your write 
in giving them all possible prays. But let's consider the last sentence 
of the prefix, my dear Barnet, and sec what a pretty set of apiniuns you 
lay down. 

1. The critix are your inymies in this age. 

2. In the nex, however, you hope to find newmrous frends. 

3. And it’s a satisfackshn to think that, in spite of politticlc dif- 
fran^S) you have found frcndly aujenccs here. 

Now, my dear Barnet, for a man who begins so humbly with what 
my friend Father Prout calls an argamantiim ad misericorjam^ who 
ignowMges'that his play is bad, that his pore dear helth is bad, and 
those ]i^$sid critix have played the juice with him — I say, for a man 
who begiitns in such a humibill toan, it’s rayther rich to seb bow you 
end. 

My dear Barnet, do you suppose that polittich diffraftces prejudice 
. I. a- 
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pepple against youf /What areyovx politix? Wig, I presume— so- 
are mine, ontry noo. And what if they are Wig, or Raddiccle, or 
Cumsuvvative ? Does any mortial man in England care a phig for 
your politix ? Do you think yourself such a mity man in parlymint, 
that critix are to be angry with you, and aujences to be cumsidered 
magnanamous because they treat you fairly? There, now, was 
Sherridn, he who roat the " Rifles ” and “ School for Scandle ” (I saw 
the Rifles ” after your play, and, O Barnet, if you knew what a relief 
it was !) — ^there, I say, was Sherridn. — he was a politticle character, if 
yOu please— he could make a spitch or two— do you spose that Pitt, 
Purseyvall, Castlerag, old George the Third himself, wooden go to see 
.the ‘‘Rivles” — ay, and clap hands too, and laff and ror,for all Shei'ry's 
Wigger>^? Do you spose the critix wouldn’t applaud too? For 
shame, Barnet ! what ninnis, what hartlcss raskles, you must belcave 
them to be, — in the fust plasc, to fancy that you are a politticle genus ; 
in the secknd, to let your politix interfear with their notiums about 
littery merits ! 

“ Put that nonsince out of your head,” as Fox said to Bonypart. 
Wasn’t it that great genus, Dennis, that wrote in Swiff and Poop’s 
time, who fansid that the French king wooden make pease unless 
Dennis was delivered up to him ? Upon my wud, I doan’t think he 
canid his diddlusion much further than a serting lionrabble bamef of 
my aquentance. 

And then for the nex age. Respected sir, this is another 
diddlusion ; a gross misteak on your part, or my name is not Y — sh. 
These plays iminortial ? Ah, fiarf^/sampe^ the French say, this is 
too strong — the small-bccr of the Sea Capting,” or of any suxessor of 
the “ Sea Capting,” to keep sweet for sentries and sentries ! Barnet, 
Barnet ! do you know the natur of bear ? Six weeks is not past, and 
here your last casque is sour — the public won’t even now drink it ; and 
I lay a wager that, betwigst this day (the thuttieth November) and 
the end of the year, the barl will be off the stox altogether, never, never 
to return. 

IVe notted down a few frazes here and there, which you will do well 
to igsamin : — 

NORMAN. 

“ The eternal Flora 

Woos to her odorovis haunts the western wind ; 

While circling round and upwards from the boughs^ 

Golden with fruits tliat lure the joyous birds, 

Melody, like a happy soul released, ^ . 
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Hangs in the air, and from intisihle pltmiea 
Shakes sweetness down 1 ” ‘ 

NORMAN. 

“ And these the lips 

Where, till this hour, the sad and holy kiss 
Of parting linger'd, as the fragrance left 
By angeh when they touch the earth and vanish.” 


NORMAN. 

Hark ! she has blessed her son ! I bid ye witness. 

Ye listening heavens — Ihou circumambient air : 

The ocean sighs it lack — and with the murmur 
Rustic the happy leaves. All nature breathes 
Aloud— aloft.— to the (ircat Tarent’s ear, 

The blessing of the iiiothcr on her child.” 

M*RMAN. 

‘‘I dream of love, enduring faith, a heart 
Mingled with mine— a deathless heritage, 

Which I can take unsullied to the stars^ 

^hen the Great Father calls his children home.” 

NORMAN. 

** The blue air, breathless in the stany peace, 

After long silence hushed as heaven, but filled 
With happy thoughts as heaven with an^^ehP 

NORMAN. 

Till one calm night, w'hen over earth and wave 
Heaven looked its love from all its numberless s(ais." 

NORMAN. 

** Those eyes, the guiding stars by which I steered.” 
NORMAN. 

“That great mother 

(The only parent I have known), whose face 
Is bright with gazing ever on the stars — 

The mother-sea.” 


NORMAN. 

•* My bark shall be our home \ 
The Stars that light the an^el palaces 
Of air, our lamps-” 
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NORMAN. 

“A name that glitters, like a siar, amidst 
The galaxy of England's loftiest bom.” 

LADY ARUNDEL. 

And see him princeliest of the lion tribe, 

^Vhose swords an<l coronals gleam around the throne. 

The guardian s/ars of the imperial isle.” 

The fiist spissymen has been going the round of all the papers, as 
real, reglar poaitry. Those wicked critix ! they must have been lafiing 
in their sleafs when they quoted it. Malody, suckling round and 
uppards from the bows, like a happy soul released, hangs in the air, 
and from invizable plumes shakes sweetness down. Mighty fine, truly ! 
but let morlial man tell the meanink of the passidge. Is it musickU 
sweetniss' that Malody shakes down from its plumes — its wings, that 
is, or tail— or some pekewliar scent that proceeds from happy souls 
released, and which they shake down from the trees when they are 
suckling round and uppards ? Is this poatry, Barnet ? Lay your hand 
on your busm, and speak out boldly : Is it poatry, or sheer windy 
humbugg, that sounds a little melojous, and won’t bear thtifc commanest 
test of comman scnce ? 

In passidge number 2 , the same bisniss is going on, though in 
a more comprehensable way : the air, the leaves, the otioni'arc fild 
with emocean at Capting N orman’s happiness. I’orc N alure is dragged 
in to partisapale in his joys, just as she has been befor. Once in a 
poem, this universle simfithy is very well ; but once is enuff, my dear 
Barnet ; and that once should be in some great suckmstans, surely,— 
such as the meeting of Adam and Eve, in “Paradice Lost,” or Jewpeler 
and Jewno, in Hoamer, where there seems, as it were, a reasn for it. 
But sea-captings should not be etemly spowting and invoking gods, 
hevns, starrs, angels, and other silcstial influences. We can all do it, 
Barnet ; nothing in life is esier. I can compare my livry buttons to- 
tbCr stars, or the clouds of my backopipe to the dark vollums that ishew 
from Mount Hetna ; or I can say that angels are looking down froni 
them, and the tobacco silf, like a happy sole released, is circling roundi 
and upwards, and shaking sweetness down. All this is as esy as drink ; 
but it’s not poatry, Barnet, nor natural. People, when their mothers 
reckonise them, don’t howl about the suckumambient air, and paws to 
think of the happy leaves a-rusUing— at least, one mistrusts them if 
they do. Take another instans out of your own play. Capting Nor- 
man (with his eternll slack-jaw 1) meets the gal of his art 
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' Look up, look up, my Viotet~TWeepttHg?,fie I 
And trembling loo— yet leaning on my breast. 

In truth, thou art too soft for such rude shelter. 

I/>ok up ! I come to woo thee to the 'seas. 

My sailor's bride ! Hast thou no voice but blushes ? 

Nay — From those roses let me, like the bee, 

Drag forth the secret sweetness 1 *’ 

VIOLET. 

‘*Oh what thoughts 

Were kc})t for s/>c‘a/i when w'e once more should meet. 

Now blotted from the ; and all I feel 
Is- art with me 1” 

Very right, Miss Violet — the scentiment is natral, affeckshltit^ 
pleasing, simple (it might have been in more grammaticle languidgey 
and no hanii done) ; but never mind, the feeling is pritty ; and 1 can 
fancy, my dear Bamct, a pritty, smiling, weeping lass, looking up in 
a man^s face and saying it. But the capting ! — oh, this capting !— 
this windy, spouting captain, with his prittinesses, and consented 
apollogies for the hardness of his busin, and his old, stale, vapid 
simalies, and his wishes to be a bee ! Pish ! Men don’t make love 
in this finniking way. It’s the part of a scnlymentle, poeticlc taylor, 
not a galiiant gentleman, in command of one of her Madjisty’s vessels 
. of war. 

Look at the remaining extrac, honored Barnet, and acknollidge 
that Capting Norman is eturnly repeating himself, with his endless 
jabber about stars and angels. Look at the neat grammaticle twist 
of Lady Arundel’s spitch, too, who, in the corse of three lines; has 
made her son a prince, a lion, with a sword and corona], and a star. 
Why jumble and sheak up metafors in this way? Bamel, one simily 
is quite enuff in the best of sentenses (and I preshumc I kneedn’t tell 
you that it’s as well to have it AZv, when you arc about it). Take my 
advise, honrabble sir— listen to a humble footmin : it’s genrally best 
in poatry to understand piiffickly what you mean yourself, and to 
igspress your meaning clearly aflcrwoods— in the simpler words the 
better, praps. You may, for instans, call a coronet a coronal (an "an- 
cestral coronal/' p. 74) if you like, as you might call a hat a " swart 
sombrero,” " a glossy four-and-nine,” " a silken helm, to storm imp^- 
meable, and lightsome as the breezy gossamer ; ” but, in the long run 
it's as weU to call it a hat. It is a hat ; and that name is quite as 
poctticle as another. T think it’s Playto, or els Harr)^sto?tle, who 
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observes that what we^ci£ll a rose by any other name would smell as 
sweet. . Confess, now^ dear Barnet, don^t you long to call it a Poly- 
anthus? 

1 never see a play more carelessly written. In such a hurry you 
seetn to have bean, that you have actialiy in some sentences forgot to 
put in the sence. What is this, for Instance ? — 

“ This ihnce precious one 
Smiled to my eyes — drew being from my breast— 

Slept in my arms the very tears I shed 
Above my treasures were to men and angels 
Alike such holy sweetness !” 

/ In the name of all the angels that ever you invoked^Raphael, 
Gabriel, Uriel, Zadkiel, Azrael— what does this “holy sweetness” 
mean ? We’re not spinxes to read such dark conandrums. If you 
knew my state sins I came upon this passidg — IVe neither slop nor 
etoh j I’ve neglected my pantry ; IVe been wandring from house to 
house with this riddl in my hand, and nobody can understand it. 
All Mr. Frazier’s men arc wild, looking gloomy at one another, and 
asking what this may be. All the cumtributors have been spoak to. 
The Doctor, who knows every languitch, has tried and giv’n up; 
weVe sent to Docter Pettigruel, who reads horyglifics a deal ezicr than 
my way of spellin’ — no anser. Quick! quick with a fifth edition, 
honored Barnet, and set us at rest ! While your about it, please, too, 
to igsplain the two last lines : — 

“ Ilis merry bark with England’s flag to crown her.** 

See what dellexy of igsprcshn, “ a flag to crown her I ” 

“ills merry bark with England's flag to crown her, 

Fame for my hopes, and woman in my cares.” 

Likewise the following 

r “Girl, beware, 

The I.OVE that trifles round the charms it gilds 
Opt ruins wiin.E it shines.** 

IgspUme this, men and angels ! IVe tried every way,; backards, 
forards, and in all sorts of trancepositions, as thus 

The love that ruins round the diarms^it shines, 

' Gilds while it trifles oft ; 
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The charm that gilds arotmd the love it rains, 

Oft trifles while it shines ; 

The ruins that love gilds and shines around, 

Oft trifles where it ctiarms ; 

Love, while it charms, shines round, and ruins oft, 

The trifles that it gilds ; 

The love that trifles, gilds and ruins oft, 

While round the charms it shines. 

All which are as sensable ns the fust pnssidge. 

And with this I’ll alow niy friend Smith, who has been silent all 
this time, to say a few words. He has not written near so much as 
me (being an infearor genus, bclwigst ourselves), but he says he never 
had such mortial difficklty with anything as with the dixcripshn of the 
plott of your pease. Here his letter : — 

To Ch-rl-s F-tzr-y Pl-nt-g-n-t Y-ll-wpl-sh, Esq., 

yoth Nov. 1839. 

My dear and honoured Sir, — I have the pleasure of laying before 
you the following description of the plot, and a few remarks upon the 
style of the piece called “ The Sea Captain.” 

Five-and-twenty years back, a certain Lord Arundel had a daughter, 
heiress of his estates and property; a poor cousin. Sir Maurice 
Bcevor (being next in succession) ; and a page, Arthur Le Mesnil by 
name. 

, The daughter took a fancy for the page, and the young persons 
were married unknown to his lordship. 

Three days befpre her conflnement (thinking, no doubt, that 
period favourable for travelling), the young couple had agreed to run 
aWay together, and had reached a chapel near on the sea-coast, from 
which they were to embark, when Lord Arundel abruptly put a stop 
to their proceedings by causing one Gaussen, a pirate, to murder the 
pagitf- 

His daughter was carried back to Arundel House, and, in three 
days, gave birth to a son. Whether his lordship knew of this birth I 
cannot say ; the infant, however, was never acknowledged, but carried 
by Sir Maurice Beevor to a priest, Onslow by name, who educated the 
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lad and kept him for twelve years in profound ignorance of his birth. 
The boy went by the name of Norman. 

Lady Arundel meanwhile married again, again became a widow, 
but had a second son, who was the acknowledged heir, and called 
Lord Ashdale. Old Lord Arundel died, and her ladyship became 
countess in her own right. 

When Norman was about twelve years of age, his mother, who 
wished to young Arthur to a distant land,” had him sent on 

board ship. Who should the captain of the ship be but Gaussen,. 
who received a smart bribe from Sir Maurice Beevor to kill tlie 
lad. Accordingly, Gaussen tied him to a plank, and pitched him 
overboard. 

« « * « * ' 

About thirteen years after these circumstances, Violet, an orphan 
niece of Lady Arundel’s second husband, came to pass a few weeks 
with her ladyship. She had just come from a sea- voyage, and had 
been saved from a wicked Algerine by an English sea captain. This- 
sea captain was no other than Norman, who had been picked up off 
his plank, and fell in love with, and was loved by, Miss Violet. ' . 

A short time after Violet’s arrival at her aunt’s the captain came 
to pay her a visit, his ship anchoring off the coast, near Lady Arundel’s 
residence. By a singular coincidence, that rogue Gaussen’s ship 
anchored in the harbour too, Gaussen at once knew his man, for he 
had tracked ” him, (after drowning him,) and he informed. Sir 
Maurice Beevor that young Norman was alive. 

Sir Maurice Beevor informed her ladyship. How should she get 
rid of him ? In this wise. He was in love with Violet, let him marry 
her and be off ; for Lord Ashdale was in love with his cousin too ; 
and, of course, could not marry a young woman in her station of life. 
“You have a chaplain on board,” says her ladyship to Capti^Lin 
Normim ; “let him attend to-night in the ruined chapel, marry Violet, 
and away with you to sea.” By this means she hoped to be quit of 
him for ever. 

But unfortunately the conversation had been overheard by Beevor, • 
and reported to Ashdale. Ashdale determined to be at' the chapel' 
and carry off Violet ; as for Beevor, he sent Gaussen to the chapel 
to kill both Ashdale and Norman : thus there would' only t>e‘Lady 
Arundel between him and the title. 

Norrqan, in the meanwhile, who had been walking near, the 
chapel, had just seen his worthy old iriend, the priest, most barbarously 
murdered there. Sir Maurice Beevor had set Gaussen upon him ; his 
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reverence was coming with the papers concerning Ndrm«in’s birth^ 
which Beevor wanted in order to extort money from the countess. 
Gaussen was, however, obliged to run before he got the papers ; and 
the clerg>Tnan had time, before he died, to tell Norman the story, and 
give him tlie documents, with which Norman sped off to the castle to 
have an interview with his mother. 

He lays his white cloak and hat on the table, and begs to be left 
alone with her ladyship. Lord Ashdale, who is in the room, surlily 
quits it ; but, going out, cunningly puts on Norman’s cloak. “ It will 
be dark,” says he, '* down at the chapel ; Violet won't know me ; and, 
egad ! I'll run off with her.” 

Norman has his interview. Her ladyship acknowledges him, for 
she cannot help it ; but will not embrace him, love him, or have any- 
thing to do with him. 

Away he goes to the chajicl. His ch.aplain was there waiting to 
marry him to Violet, his boat was there to can-y him on board his ship, 
and Violet was there, loo. 

" Norman,” says she, in the dark, “ dear Norman, 1 knew you by 
your white cloak ; here I am,” And she and the man in a cloak go 
off to the inner chapel to be married. 

There waits Master Gaussen ; lie has seized the chaplain and 
the boat's crew, and is just about to murder the man in the cloak, 
when — 

Norman rushes in and cuts him down, much lo the surprise of 
Miss, for she never suspected it was sly Ashdale who had come, as we 
have seen, disguised, and very nearly paid for his masquerading. 

' Ashdale is very grateful ; but, when Norman persists in marrying 
Violet, he says — no, he shan't. He shall fight ; he is a coward if 
he doesn't fight. Norman flings down his sword, and says he 
fight; and — 

Lady Arundel, who has been at prayers all this time, rushing in, 
says, Hold ! this is your brother, Percy — your elder brother ! ” Uei'e 
is some restiveness on Ashdale's part, but he finishes by embracing his 
'brother* 

Norman bums all the papers ; vows he will never peach ; recon- 
ciles bimself with his mother ; says he will go loser ; but, having 
ordered* his ship to “veer” round to the chapel, orders it to veer back 
again, for he will pass the honeymoon at Arundel Castle. 

As you have been pleased to ask my opinion, it strikes me that 
there are one or two very good notions in this plot. But the auth^ 
does not fail, as he would modestly have us believe, from ignorai^i^^ 
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stage*business ; he seems to know too much, rather than too little, 
about the stage; to be too anxious to cram in effects, incidents, 
perpleatities. There is the perplexity concerning Ashdale’s murder, 
and Norman’s murder, and the priest’s murder, and the page’s murder, 
and Gaussen’s murder. There is the perplexity about the papers, and 
that about the hat and cloak, (a silly, foolish obstacle,) which only 
tantalise the spectator, and retard the march of the drama’s action : it 
is as if the author had said, I must have a new incident in every act, 
I must keep tickling the spectator perpetually, and never let him 
tintil the fall of the curtain.” 

The same disagreeable bustle and petty complication of intrigue 
you may remark in the author’s dmma of ‘‘ Richelieu.” The Lady of 
Lyons ” was a much simpler and better wrought plot ; the incidents 
following each other not too swiftly or startlingly. In “Richelieu,” it 
always seemed to me as if one heard doors perpetually clapping 
and banging ; one was puzzled to follow the train of conversation, in 
the midst of the perpetual small noises that distracted one right and 
left. 

Nor is the list of characters of “The Sea Captain ” to be despised. 
The outlines of all of them are good. A mother, for whom one feels 
a proper tragic mixture of hatred and pity ; a gallant single-hearted 
son, whom she disdains, and who conquers her at last by his noble 
conduct ; a dashing haughty Tybalt of a brother ; a wicked poor 
cousin, a pretty maid, and a fierce buccanier. These people .might-, pass 
three hours very well on the stage, and interest the audience hugely ; 
but the author fails in filling up the outlines. His language is absurdly 
stilted, frequently careless ; the reader or spectator hears a number of 
loud speeches, but scarce a dozen lines that seem to belong of nature 
to the speakers. 

Nothing can be more fulsome or loathsome to my mind than the 
continual sham-religious clap-traps which the author has put into the 
mouth of his hero ; nothing more unsailor-like than his namby-pamby 
starlit descriptions, which my ingenious colleague has, I see, alluded 
to; , “Thy faith my anchor, and thine eyes my haven,” cries ;the 
gallant captain to his lady. See how loosely the sentence is con- 
structed,- like a thousand others in the book. The captain- is to cast 
anchor with the girl’s faith in her own eyes ; either image might .pass 
by itself, but together, like the quadrupeds of Kilkenny, they devour 
each other. The captain tells his lieutenant to bid hi$ bark veer 
round to a point in the harbour. Was ever such language? My 
lady gives Sir Maurice a thousand pounds to waft him (her son) to 
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some distant shore. Nonsense^ sheer nonsense ; and what is worse, 
affected nonsense ! . 

Look at the comedy of the poor cousin. tliere is a great deal of 
gome on the estate -^partridges, hares, wild-geese, snipes, and plovers 
{smacking his lips) — besides a magnificent preserve of sparrows, which 
I can sell to the little blackguards in the streets at a penny a hundred. 
But I am very poor — a very poor old knight ! ” 

Is this wit or nature ? It is a kind of sham wit ; it reads as if it 
were wit, but it is not. What poor, poor stuft* about the little black- 
guard boys ! what flimsy ecstacies and silly “ smacking of lips ” about 
the plovers ! Is this the man who writes for the next age ? O fiel- 
Here is another joke : — 

Sir Maurice, Mice ! zounds, how can I 
Keep mice ! I can’t afford it ! They wore starved 
To death an age ago. 'I'hc last was found 
Come Christmas three yeai*’*, slrotched beside a bone 
In that same larder, so consumed arul w'orn 
By pious frtst, 'twos awful to behold it ! 

I canonised its corpse in spirits of wine, 

And set it in the porch— a solemn warning 
To thieves and beggars ! ” 

Is not this rare wit? “Zounds ! how can I keep mice?” is well 
enough for a miser ; not too new, or brilliant cither ; but this miser- 
able dilution of a thin joke, this wretched hunting down of the poor 
mouse ! It is humiliating to think of a man of esprit harping so long 
on -such a mean, pitiful string. A man who aspires to immortality, 
too ! I doubt whether it is to be gained thus ; whether our author's 
-words are not too loosely built to make “ starr y-pointing pyramids ” 
of, Horace clipped and squared his blocks more carefully before he 
laid the monument which imber edasr, or aquila impotens^ or fuga 
temporum might assail in vain. Even old Ovid, when he raised bis 
stately, shining heathen temple, had placed some columns in it, and 
hewn out a statue or two which deserved the immortality that ho 
prophesied (somewhat arrogantly) for himself. But let not :ill be 
looking forward to a future, and fancying that, “ incerti spatinm dum 
finiaf wr,” our books are to be immortal. Alas ! the way to inimor- 
faBty is not so easy, nor will our “Sea Captain” be permitted such 
an unconscionable cruise. If all the immortalities were really to 
have their wish, what a work would our descendants have to study 
them all ! 

Not yef, in my humble opinion, has the honourable baronet 
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achieved this deathless consummation* There will come a day (may 
it be long distant !) when the very best of his novels will be forgotten ; 
and .it is reasonable to suppose that his drains will pass out of ex- 
istence, some time or other, in the lapse of the secula seculorum. In 
the meantime, my dear Plush, if you ask me what the great obstacle 
is towards the dramatic fame and merit of our friend, 1 would say 
that it does not lie so much in hostile critics or feeble health, as in a 
careless habit of writing, and a peevish vanity which causes him to 
shut his eyes to his faults. The question of original capacity I will 
not moot ; one may think very highly of the honourable baronet’s 
talent, without rating it quite so high as he seems disposed to do. 

And to conclude : as he has chosen to combat the critics in person, 
the critics are surely justified in being allowed to address him directly. 

With best compliments to Mrs. Yellowplush, 

I have the honour to be, dear Sir, 

Your most faithful and obliged humble servant, 

John Thomas Smith. 

And now. Smith having finisht his letter, I think I can’t do better 
than clothes mine lickwise ; for though I should never be tired of 
talking, praps the public may of hearing, and therefore it’s best to 
shut up shopp. 

What IVe said, respected Hamit, I hoap you woan’t take unkind. 
A play, you sec, is public property for every one to say his say on ; 
and I think, if you read your prefez over agin, you’ll see that it ax 
as a direct incouridgment to us critix to come forrard and notice you. 
But don’t fansy, 1 besitch you, that we are actiated by hostillaty ; fust 
write a good play, and you’ll see we’ll prays it fast enuff. Waiting 
which, Ag7‘ayy Munseer le Chcvaleer, lasliurafice de ma hot cum-- 
sideratun. 

Voter disiangyj 

Y. 
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FITZ-BOODLES CONFESSIONS. 


PREFACE. 

FITZ-BOODLE, ESQUIRE, TO OLIVER VORKE, ESQUIRE. 

Omnium Cluh^ May 20, 1842. 
EAR SIR,— I have always been 
considered the third-best whist- 
player in Europe, and (though 
never betting mote than five 
pounds) have for 'many years 
past added considerably to my 
yearly income by ifiy skill in 
the game, until the commence- 
menj; of the present season, 
when a French gentleman, 
Monsieur Lalouette, was ad- 
mitted to the club wliere I 
usually, play. His skill and 
reputation were so great, that 
no men of the club were 
^ indified to play against us two 
of a side ; and the consequence : 

been’ iii a jnai»w» Wtted against one another;. 

' ‘ 

♦ The fiwt afpdwted in Fraser' t the. 

year 1842, ' ‘ " 
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againstaie/ani' i nights ia the a 

cobjA^ if score of nights’ play. ^ \ ^ \ 

Everybody knov^s that I an» a poor ; man ; . and so much iias 
Lalouette’s luck drained my finances, that only last week I was o^iged 
-Ijive'iiim that famous grey cob on which you have seen me tiding 
^ lij^the Park (I can’t afford a thorough-bred, and hate a cocktail)i-^l 
. was, I say, forced to give him up niy cob in exchange for four ponies 
;V which I owed him. I'hus, as 1 never walk/ being a heavy man 'whom 
nobody cares to mount, my time hangs heavily on my hands ; ailS as 
I hate home, or that apology for it— a bachelor’s lodgings— and as I 
have nothing earthly to do now until I can atford to purchase another 
horse, 1 spend my time in sauntering from one club to anotlicr, 
passing many rather listless hours in them before the men come in. 

You will say, Why not take to backgammon, or dcartd, or amuse 
yourself with a book ? Sir (putting out of the question the fact that I 
do not play upon credit), I make a point never to play before candles 
are lighted ; and as for books, I must candidly confess td^you I am 
not a reading man. ’Twas but the other day that some one r^om- 
mended me to read your Magazine after difiner, saying it contained an 
exceedingly witty article upon— I forget what. I give you my honour, 
sir, that I took up the work at six, meaning to amuse myself till seven, 
when Lord Trumpington’s dinner was to come off, and egad ! in two 
miniUcs I fell asleep, and never woke till midnight. IjJobody ever 
thought of looking for me in the library, where nobody ever goes j and 
so ravenously hungry was I, that I was obliged to walk off to Crock* 
ford’s for supper. 

What is it that makes you literary persons so stupid ? I .have Wet 
various individuals in society who I was told were writers of bb<^, 
and that sort of thing, and expecting rather to be amused by ifeir 
conversation, have invariably found them dull to a degree, and 
ii^orniation, without a particle of it. Sir, 1 actu^ly aidced jone ^ 
these fellows, “ What was the nick to seven?” and he stared my 
face, and said he didn’t know. He was hugely over-dressed 
Irings, chains and so forth ; and at the beginning of dinn^ 

' ' jpqsed to be rather talkative and pert ; but my little saUy 
1 youi and gqt up a good laugh at his expense too. 

h alone,” said li^e Cinqbars, I waifaht he’ll be a’^fnatch 

fb siny of you literary felld^f Cin^bsus is no ^great wrisei^ ; but, 
indeed, it requires no i^Wcre know 
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What simple deduddoii Why, 

this— that a. man to be amusiihg and 
books at aft, and had much better go to the 
his .knowledge. There was TJlysses, now, the Gre^ felldy^ei^^d 
in tl» Trojan war, as I dare say yXu know ; well, be was the'^fey^^- 
man possible, and how? Froha having seen men and ci%%,iftet]P' 
manners noted and their realms surveyed, to be sure. So havel I> . I ' 
have been in every capital, and can order a dinner in every 
in Europe. ^' 4 r- 

My notion, then, is this. T have a great deal of spare time on 
hands, and as I am told you pay a handsome sum lo persons writmg 
for you, I will furnish you occasionally with some of my views upon 
men and thiiv^s* occasional histories of my acquaintance^ which I 
think may lajiise you ; personal narratives of my own ; csi^ys, and 
•vh.it *jo*. • lun told that 1 do not spell correctly. This, of course, 1 

' •r:'* ... },v' but you will remember that Richelieu and Marlborough 
'•itiild jioi spell, and, egad ! 1 am an honest man, and desire to lie no 
-‘ttcr than they. 1 know that it is the matter, and not the manner, 
.vhich is of importance. 1 lave the goodness, then, to let one of your 
tmderstrappers correct tlie spelling and the grammar of my pcipers ; 
and you can give him a few shillings in my name for his trouble 
Begging you to accept the assurance of my high considetution I 
am, sir, 

Your obedient servant, 

Gkorce Savage Fitz-.Booole. 

' ' P.S.— By the way, I have said in my letter that I found <r// literary 
persons vulgar and dull. Permit me to contradict this with regard to 
^ ..Furself. I met you once at Blackwall, I think it was, and really did 
npt remark anything offensive in your accent or appearance. 


. Bi^diRE commencing the series of moral disquisitions, &c. wli%h T 
reader may as well know who I am, and what my jpast 
ofHie has been. To say that 1 am a FitZ'-Boodle is to 

I am a gentleman. Our iamily Has held the esta^.^trf 
ever since the ^ign of Henry th ; and it is out of no 
; to ^y^el^r brother, or unnatural desi^fqr his death, but only 
the'-i^t^ IS a very good onc^ that I wish heartily it was.;)ad|^ 
woidd say &s tpueb of Obatswqrth'^' Eaton Hall. ^ 

V, ' . , \ ' :ir;a ■ 








p sr^^Wt deal d?’the dear cteatured^i$.dtety^>ior 
ptilSK; te country-houses for the same reason. 


PPndi^ do not like you to smoke in their bed-roonxsj ;|!teitf 
|^€:no3es scent out the odour upon the chintz, weeks aliertyon.. 

' them. Sir John has been caught coming to bed particulMj^ ' 
^itnd redolent of cigar- smoke ; young George, from Eton, was 
tttely found in the little giecn-housc pufJing an Havannab ; and 
.^^.discovered, they both lay the blame upon Fitz- Boodle. “It wn? 

FiU-Boodlc, mamma,” says George, “ who offered me the cigajv 
^^^i.did not like to refuse him/' “That rascal Fitz seduced us, iny' 
says Sir John, “ and kept us laughing until past midnight.^*' 
ladyship instantly sets me down as a person to be avoided!. - 
whispers she to her boy, “promise me, un your honour,, 
when you go to town, not to know that man.” And when she enterjs 
'the breakfast-room for prayers, the first greeting is a peculiar expres- 
sion of countenance, and inhaling of breath, by which my lady indi- 
cates the presence of some exceedingly disagreeable odour in therooj^.! 
She makes you the faintest of curtsies, and regards you, if not with a. 

flashing eye,” as in the novels, at least with a “distended ndsb^f 
During the whole of the service, her heart is filled with the bla.d^t 
gall towards you; and she is thinking about the best means of 
getting you out of the house. 

What is this smoking that it should be considered a crime I' 
believe in my heart that women are jealous of it, as of a rivaL 
speak of it as of some secret, awful vice that seizes upon a man, 
makes him a pariah from genteel society. 1 would kiy a guin^ 

a lady who has just been kind enough to read the abo^l^^^ 
^yi down the book, after this confession of mine that I am a 

“ Oh, the vulgar wretch ! ” and passes on to som^^h^^ 

■ ' 

1^5^ ^Ct is, that the cigar zs a rival to the ladies, and their. 
tob» In the chief pipe-smoking nations they are 
While the chief, Little White Belt, smokes, , 

;%.his wigwam; while Mahomet Ben JawbrahfiaVf^f^^^;^ 
^^'|^.;!^or0us bcemse of Latakia to {flay touiid 'his'b^K^^w ; 
do nptdisturb his m^itatibns,.^t'q^^'ad^v^ 
on ''a dulcimer 
StTbir^iilC^ takes 
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up SiSc^g^' iiid 

^tiipjtS^W- French society has ,mn quite c&ingid’-; 
t^lve years : an ancient and respectable dynasty lias^; 
tltrewn; an aristocracy which Napoleon could .ney^« 

'^e^ppeared : and frcmi what cause ? I do not hesitate to t, 
h&^it of smol^iitg. Ask any man whether, five 3»ears ;fi ^ 
Involution of July, if you wanted a cigar at Paris, they'd^fcnlfi^ 
you a* roll of tobacco with a straw in it ! Now, the 
smokes; society is changed; and be sure of this, ladles, a s 
combat is going on in tJiis countr>' at present l^etwcen cigar-stnol 
and you. Do you sitp]jose you will conquer ? Look over* ifa^ 
world .)ucl jce that your adversary has overcome it. GerjftJ^y^ 
been puffing fw three-* ore year* ; France smokes to a man. 
thing you call kt or t)i*: ouemy out of Engl.ind? Psha i look at 
f/rogre-ss. Ad' : ’d '-houses, Have they smoking-rooms, ojr notJ^' 
Arc they i.ot oidii,; J u» yield to the general want of the age, in spite * 
of the resistance uf the old women on the committees? 1, for ray 
'part, do not despa • .o see a bishop lolling out of the Athenaeum/' 
with a cheroot in Ins mouth, or, at any rate, a pipe stuck in his 
hat , - ; * > 

But as in all great causes and in promulgating new and. 
irious ihcoiies, their first propounders and exponents arc generally ^C: 
victims of their enthusiasm, of course the first preachers, of smokii^ 
l^ve^ been martyrs, loo ; and George Fitz-Boodle is one». Tb^ first 
was ruined ; the inventor of steam-engine printing became 
j^nper, 1 began to smoke in days when the task was one of fome' 
•i&ger, and paid the penalty of my crime. I was flogged 

.for my first cigar ; for, being asked to dine one Sunday^ 
with a half-pay colonel of dragoons (the gallant, .sira{de, 
[iorous S* . . tcut— -heaven bless him !— -1 have had many st guis#,^ 
who had so few), he insisted upon my smoking in his; roptn^: 
Jf* Salopian,” and the consequence was, that I becanwtj^li 
!]iy ill as to be reported intoxicated upon my return to Slaq^t^ 
i School, where I was a boarder, and I was whipped^ 

[ for my peccadillo. At Christ Church, one of our tq 
ated. iainented Otto. Rose, who would, have been 
rpri^nt Government, had not amjmmoderate itid " 
t hi$ efog^nf'^l^^psefoi; :care6r. -'He' ' 




e^adtly under His.; and ! waa 
a.coiifinned smoker. I was a baronet'^ sonn-W^A^ 
F^ts creation), and I do believe our tutor 
aitty crime in the world but this. He had. seen 
ahd at that moment was seized with a violent fit of sne^^^ 
Wtoiy paroxysm he called it) — at the conclusion of which i 
-*Di^n the Woodstock Road. He had seen me in pink^ 
call It, swaggering in the open sunshine across a gyass-pj^l^ 
but spied out opportunely a servitor, one Todhunift^M 
■%,iyttQ Was going to morning chapel with his shoestring' 
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‘t! ' ® I. w I vjLPHis uver mine r * ne . OflOttR 

his gentle spirit quite furious ; and one 
when I was standing before my « oak,” and chanced 
face, he forgot his respect 
aitp^ether (I was the second son, and my brother 

he is now sixteen stone in weight, and has a hatf-^ffi 
till) 4 gave me a severe lecture, to which I replied rather Iwtl^ 
my wont And then came demand for an apology ; refuse' 0m 
t s app^I to the dean ; convocation ; and rustipati^'.M 
Savage Fitz-Boodle. 

feflwr had tak«i a second wife (of the noble house 
• Fite-Boodle detested smoking, os a woman 

P^ples should. She had an entire mastery over the ’r 
-^n, and thought 1 was a sort of demon of wickednew^l 
grave with some similar notion,— heaveh 
me but the wretched twelve thousand pounds se 
■poor mother’s property. 

^y, my luck was much the same. 1 joined 
^iraVCoI. Lord Martingale, in the year 1817. I; 

fw three months. We were ntf 
I&wd.Ae lrishdoodhcen and tobacco, (hT 
<^ ,was found 1^ his 

,h^i 








do tiy: thi^:\I^’!i:''>jt:ljf^y«>;,^;; 
,_ ,i?»sy >a ihe woild I puffed a vidiune into his iface.vj*il j 
I, so coolly, that the men— and I dd believe 
LeUt latlghing. 
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f|;. started back— choking almost, and recovered, himself 

astprm of oaths and curses that I was compelled to re^/^ 
^lEU^on (the ^ptain on duty) tb take note of his 
unluckily could not. help adding a question which 
V ^^Y0u virere goPd enough,^ I said, « to ask 
iny'p^; 1 ask 
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when she se^ me, dtid gathcniq^tl^^ 
rushes into the nurseiy whenpve'r, I. M 
f^f¥: actually slapped poor little ,FSij^^ 

|en J was teaching him to ride upon the back of 

^fei^irge,” said my brother to me the last time I paid 
^^•d|dr hall, “ don’t be angry, my dear fellow, but Marfe;Jf^!il 
™P^-j^"cielicate situation, expecting her— hum^':^(the’^^^ 
you know you frighten her ? It was but yesterday*' 

^Sie rookery— you were smoking that enormous Germa^;^ 
vii^^ she came in she had an hysterical seizure^ and 
Sibber situation it*s dangerous. And I say, George, If yjj^ 
find a couple, of hundred at your banker’s.® Aj^| 
poor fellow shook me by the hand, and called fof.l 
jj^Gjar'et. '""5... 

^ismards he told me, with many hesitations, that my, 

£^,|{all had been made into a second nursery. I see niy*'^ 
London twice or thrice in the season, and the little! 

I^Vfe almost forgotten to call me uncle George. . \ 

’%hard, too, for 1 am a lonely man after all, and my heB^.^<^w| 
The other day 1 smuggled a couple of th^ 
and had a little feast of cream and strawberries ifo 
it had like to have cost the nursery-maid (a 
^^^odle hired somewhere in his travels) her place. 

happened to be in town, came flying down in. herVdh^kl^^ 
the poor thing and the children in the 
I and when I asked her,, with rather a bad\£^a^.j^^P 
g^^'Vchair and a share of the feast— ' 
|^^^:00odle,®'says she,''^X am not accustom<si 
snielis 0 ^ like an ale-house— at) 

you undmtai^ 
hbtise, and ^ 
bwn’ children/.. 
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f ihougjbt shfc woa® 
i|f,^t:Slking bf her M alines lace and 
p^jple ! they don’t spare their backs, but tWy 


ere Tom upsets a coffee-cup over his white jean trouse^. 
:er young gentleman bursts into a laugh, saying, “By Joy^“ 

George, my dear,” says mamma, “had not you and your 


better go into the garden ? But mind, no fruit, or Dr. G 
be called in again immediately ! ” And we all go, 
^tefbutes I and my brother are fighting in the stables. ^ 

''vV If, instead of listening to the matrons and their discourse, 
•ttken the opportunity of attending to the conversation of the M|tt 
.^b jfchould have heard matter not a ivhit more interesting. ' '),p 
,S Miss . — “ They were all three in blue crape ; you nevter | 

^k|^ing so odious. And I know for a certainty that they wore lb 
at Muddlebury, at the archery-ball, and I dare say they j 
town.” ^ 

Miss. — “Don’t you think Jemima decidedly cro<^ 
fair complexions, they freckle so, that really Miss B1^ 
be (galled Miss Brown.” ' *{ 

^i^i^ Miss.---*^ He, he, he ! ” - 

l^rih Miss . — “ Don’t you think Blanche is a pretty name 
A//W.— “ La ! do you think so, dear ? Why, it’s my 

''-Kf 

AT/jj.— “Then I’m sure Captain Travers thinks ita ^l 

i, ' - 'm 

“ He, he, he !” 

^rik Miss . — “ What was he telling you at dinner thht'||^ 
kt you so?” ' 

sSfifcTwj.— “O law, nothing! — that is, yesl ‘Charle&-^|M 
U Travers, is a sweet poet, and was reciting to 
composed upon a faded.violet :-^ 

f * The odour from the flower, is gohe;;/;’ 

That like thy— — -V ” 






“Nonsense, Mary 1” . ' 

“ Well, I only asked, Jane. Frank , thinks, 
he shall very soon have one, and puts bear’i-grease 

■ ' 7 

-“Mary, nonsense !” - 

?/i?it/«j.~“W"ell, only ask him. You know he came 
room last night and took the pomatum away; and 

fen boys go to Oxford they always ” ‘ 

pAfiss,—“0 heavens! have you heard the news about\^i^ 
rs ? Charles—that is, Captain Travers, told it me ! ” 

Afiss.--“ Law, they won’t go away before the ball, t hO|>e' 
il/wj.— “No, but on the isth they are to shave 
m^taches ! He says that Lord Tufto is in a perfect fury about it 
Aftss,—** And poor George Beardmore, too 1” &c. ■ 

^^^ere:Tom upsets the coffee over llis trousers, and the conv«fe^| 
t|^|.^«ind. I can recollect a dozen such, and ask any man of 

such talk amuses him ? v* ^ 

'again to speak to a young lady while you are dancing— whati 
this country— a quadrille. Wiat nonsense do you invaria^i^'l 
gyC 'ind receive in return ! No, I am a woman-scorner, and dOn^^i^ 
own it. I hate young ladies 1 Have I not been in love.withf. 
and has any one of them ever treated me decently ? 1 hnto. 

L ! Do they not hate me ? and, simply because I smol^,^ t 
ir husbands away from my society? I hate dowag«|-t^^ 
luse? Does not every dowager in London point' 
3odle as to a dissolute wretch whom young and'j^d;; 

not imagine that I ha\^ not loved. I have, and,ma^|fj^" 
nes ! I am but eight*and-thirty,* not past- the ageofj; 
ay very likely end by running off with an heiress-^.^? 
who knows what strange freaks Love may chooseiC|i 
i particular person f .ahd 1 hold a man to l>e a 
alculates . about checking any such sacred impul9br|^ 
t say, though despising the se;c in general 
I: of' particular belonging 
















AltjiLtitf rim^^yiati I |E'6Uiia'1^>^i^sM-tX>\$^^ 
^^^i^^$bM''''l^i^Bpodle’s'-bo^om has t6iidere^''^ntlihei^ti^ 
^te;*|j4ray ^Sf life you would fancy, and sterh by mle.if. oaJy>|c^ 
practice, »ShaIl I whisper to you the story of one or 
.^l^chments ? All terminating fatally (not in death, but in di^J^^jt- 
which, as it occurred, 1 used to imagine a thousand 
' than death, but from which one recovers somehow more 
^u from the other-named complaint)— all, I say, terminating 
^'^ly to myself, as if some fatality pursued my desire to 
'''^lidniestic character. ‘ ' yi 

My first love— no, let us pass //lat over. Sweet one! thy.Jnj^&' 
^ shall profane no hireling page. Sweet, sweet memory ! AhJ 
ti^j&se delicate hearts of yours have, too, felt the throb. And : 

il^'last ad in the word throb and the words now written, I have p^SS|^ 
S;. delicious period of perhaps an hour, perhaps a minute, I know? 

long, thinking of that holy first love and of her who inspit<^ it, 
^oW clearly every single incident of the passion is remembej^d^l^i^ 
I and yet ’twas long, long since. 1 was but a child thcnr-a jpldld 
:^r school— and, if the truth must be told, L— ra R-ggl~s (I wo^ldSiot 
write her whole name to be made one of the Marquess of Hertfd^’S' 
Reuters) was a woman full thirteen years older than myselfi 
jpedbd of which I write she must have been av least fiv^and-tw^ty. 
^he and her mother used to seU tarts, hard-bake, lollipops, and 
4such simple comestibles, on Wednesdays and Saturdays (halfiboKi^^),.: 

a private school where 1 received the first rudiments of a 
l^uciation. I used to go and sit before her Iray for hours, 


thjnk the poor girl ever supposed any motive led me so con^tag^": 
little stall beyond a vulgar longing for her tarts andher 
Yes, even at that early period my actions were misrepre^'j^t 
■ K *-^e fatality which has oppressed my whole life began 
l^f^T^the purest passion was misinterpreted by her and my;r&^^ 
^j^lqws, and they thought 1 was actuated by simple gluttony* 
ll^nained me Alicompayne, 

1» it so. Laugh at early passion ye who willl| 

^ lowly ginger-beer girl ! £lhe’ 

^^l^rtbbk; the name of Latter, and now keeps with hejr.'jblj^!j|^|S^^ 
which I often ride; but 1 
afternoon, h|ef‘ 
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always' observiei 'thriu^^^^ 
gentkman has observed as well as n^elfj 
stickles most for what he calls the genteel, 

M(^v' 'squ^^ abhorrence for what is frank and natural. I^ ui' 


ah once, however, as all the world must be pleased, to a;,rie$itil”!: 
which occurred in the very best circles of society, 
ipiiii^^led, viz. my next unfortunate attachment. ^ 

’ft did 'not occur for several years after that simple andplat^l^/ 
just described : for though they may talk of youth 
■i^ea^n of romance, it has always appeared to me that there 
<ibdngs in the world so entirely unromantic and selfish as^ certhi# 
^youhg English gentlemen from the age of fifteen to twenty. . 

•^oldest Lovelace about town is scai'cely more hard>hearted 
'■^omful than they ; they ape all sorts of selfishness and rouerU: 

at excelling at cricket, at billiards, at rowing, and drinkingi^^rt^ ' 
^iSetmore store by a red coat and a neat pair of top-boots th^bi ty' 
^^ariy other glory. A young fellow staggers into college-chapel of a ' 
, thonging, and communicates to all his friends that he was ^ sa 
^st night,” with the greatest possible pride. He makes a joke of . 
*;^b 3 ying sisters and a kind mother at home who loves him ; and if 4 ie 
;^^aks of his father, it is with a knowing sneer to say that he has a 
i^loi^ and^ horse-dealer's bill that will surprise “ the old governor;” 
wnuld be ashamed of being in love. I, in common with my kind, 
these affectations, aiid my perpetual custom of smoking added 
<^101 a little to my reputation as an accomplished roui. JWhat ca^e 
custom ii> the army and at college, the reader has already 
Alas! in life it went no better with me, and many pretty 
I had went off in that accursed smoke, 
quitting the army in the abrupt manner stated/ I pass^ 
rt time at home, and was tolerated by my mother-!n 4 aw,' 

! had formed an attachment to a young lady of good Con^, 
ind with a considerable fortune, which was really very tiea^, 

. mine. Mary McAlister was the only daughter of C^b^> 

^ iate of the Blues, and Lady Susan his wife. Her IsMdy^^^V: 
Di:e4 and, Indeed, of no familY eotnpaxed ours 
any time these two hundred years); 
Scotchwomau>Xady-,!^ily 






‘.tl^Xolonelr 
'•.-was 


^ 'S^^to sfioire, w6 became naturiUy i 
'forgot, on account of the service 
deputation for profligacy which I enjoyed m the Cottiif 
“"^tocut a long story short, w^hich is told here merely* feiriWc 
the end of it, I should have been Fitz- Boodle M‘Alisti&^|E|t * 
^^‘Miniite most probably, and master of four thousand a year, 'J«if : 
fatal cigar-box. I bear Mary no malice in saying that 
'high-spirited little girl, loving, before all things, her own 
?1|&^yjperhaps I do not, from long habit and indulgence in tobabce*; 
fiS^Irfng, appreciate the delicacy of female organizations, which wei^i 
vQ^iitimes most painfully affected by it. She was a keen-slghtldl^' 
'|[l^;p^rson, and soon found that the world had belied poor Gedtg^; 
'Fifi^Bbodle j who, instead of being the cunning monster people:'' 

hint to be, was a simple, reckless, good-humoured, , hon^" 
fclUi^^ marve addicted to smoking, idleness, and telling • the' 
„Slie called me Orson, and I was happy enough on the 
' in the year i8— • (it's of no consequence), to send her such ' 

little copy of verses about Orson and Valentine, in which 
habits of the savage man were shown to be overcome by\. 
i^lfcJUhed graces of his kind and brilliant conqueror, that she 
/fSs^y overcome, and said to me, " George Fitz-Boodle, if you ^ye! ^ 
Smoking for a year 1 will marry you.” j 

/tswore I would, of course, and went home and flung four pbqiid^^:^ 
pf;H'ddson's cigars, two meerschaum pipes that had cost me teiix. 
, at the establishment of Mr. Gattie at Oxford, a tobacco-^g^'r 

,10^. J^dy Fitz-Boodle had given me before her marriage with\li 
wasthe only present that I ever had from her or any menu 
, Ffintskinner family), and some choice packets ofVarinas s 

" ^ ‘ the lake in Boodle Park. The weapon amongst theih'i 

il most regretted was— will it be believed ?— the little 
i which had been the cause of the quarrel between 
ale and me. However, it went along with the otber^l?^^? 
my groom to have so much as a cigar, lest^l 
'"‘^tle^hereafter ; and the consequence was that, a few 
|Wajt;;cdrp' and .tenches in the feke (I must 
a ;;i^nd) nibbled at the tobacco, and 
^f:the wafer quite into^catei . 





'In th4' county,.,} 




fact of the fisk I can’t tell i ^pt my tj^olution; 

but keep it 1 did fof some time. ’ * ‘ V' , 

With so much bestuty and wealth, Mary McAlister had of course 
.many suitors, and among them was the young Lord Dawdley, \»?hose 
mamma has previously been described in her gown of red satin. As 
I used to thrash Dawdley at school, I thrashed him in afterlife in 
love ; he put up with his disappointment pretty w'ell, and came after . 
a while and shook hands with me, telling me of the bets that there 
were in the county, where the whole story was known, for and 
against me. For the fact is, as I must own, that Mar>' M‘Alister, the 
queerest, frankest of women, made no secret of the agreement, or . the. 
•cause of it. 

“ I did not care a penny for Orson,” she said, but he would go 
•on writing me such dear pretty verses that at last I couldn’t hdp 
saying yes. But if he breaks his promise to me, I declare upon my 
.honour. I’ll break mine, and nobody’s heart will be broken cither.” 

This was the perfect fact, as I must confess, and 1 declare that 
it was only because she amused me and delighted me, and provoked 
me, and made me laugh very much, and because, no doubt, she was^ 
very, rich, that I had any attachment for licr. 

For heaven’s sake, George,” my father said to me, as I quitted 
home to follow my beloved to London, “ remember that you are a 
younger brother and have a lovely girl and four thousand a year 
within a year’s reach of you. Smoke as much as you like, my boy, 
after marriage,” added the old gentleman, knowingly (as if honest 
.soul, after his second marriage, dared drink an extra pint of wine 
.without my lad/s permission!) ^‘bul eschew the tobacco-shops till 

';.L went to London resolving to act upon the paternal advice, and 
how I longed for the day when I should be married, vowing in 
niy secret soul that I would light a cigar as I walked out of St. George’s, 

* SisBiOver Square, 

'Well, I came to London, and so carefully avoided smoking that I 


would not even go into Hudson’s shop to pay his bill, and as smoking 
. waisrinoit Jthe fashion then among young men as (thank heaven !) it is , 
shpsy,'!: had not many temptations from my friends’ examples in my 
orelsewhere ; only little Dawdley began to smoke, as if to spiito^* 
^d i^iyer done so before, but confessed— the rascal !-^tba4 : 
he a dgarnow, tf it were but: to mortify me. But 1 took t&: 

otheje^-^d.iiiow dangerous excitements, and upon , the 
not M‘Alister, might be - found th' very 
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dani^rous ptDidmity to a pOliaii^ mi^Ogany table, round which- 
clai^-’bbttlea cird^fed^^ tbo/often, or worse still, to a 

covered with green cloth arid ornamented with a couple of wax- 
c^dles an i! a couple of packs of cards, and four gentlemen playing 
' Ae.^cnticing game of whist. Likewise, I came to carry a snuff-box, 
jorid to consume in secret huge quantities of rappee. 

tor ladies’ society I was even then disinclined, hating and', 
'despising small-talk, and dancing, and hot routs, and vulgar scrambles 
for suppers. I never could understand the pleasure of acting the part 
of lacquey to a dowager, and standing behind her chair, or bustling 
through the crowd for her carriage. I always found an opera too* 
long by two acts, and have repeatedly fallen asleep in the presence of 
Mary M‘Alister herself, sitting at the back of the box shaded by the 
huge beret of her old aunt, Lady Betty Plumduff ; and many a time 
has Dawdley, with Miss McAlister on his arm, wakened me up at the 
close of the entertainment in time to offer my hand to Lady Betty, 
and lead the ladies to their carriage. If I attended her occasionally 
to any ball or party of pleasure, I %vent, it must be confessed, with 
clumsy, ill-disguised ill-humour. Good heavens ! have I often and 
often thought in the midst of a song, or the very thick of a ball-room,, 
can people prefer this to a book and a sofa, and a dear, dear cigar- 
box, from thy stores, O charming Mariana Woodville ! Deprived bf 
my favourite plant, I grgvv sick in mind and body, moody, sarcastic, 
and discontented. 

Such a state of things could not long continue, nor could Miss 
McAlister continue to have much attachment for such a sullen, ill- 
conditioned creature as I then was. She used to make me wild with 
her wit and her sarcasm, nor have I ever possessed the readiness tb 
."‘parry or reply to those fine points of w^oman’s wit, and she treated^'me 
the more mercilessly as she saw' that I could not resist her. : 

' . Well, the polite reader must remember a great f§te that was given 

B-; House, some years back, in honour of his Highness the 

Hereditary Prince of Kalbsbraten-Pumpernickel, w'ho was then in 
London on a visit to his illustrious relatives. It was a fancy ball, 
and the poems of Scott being at that time all the fashion, Ma^ 

, to. appear in the character of the ^‘Lady of the Lake,” old M^Alj^^ 
^ trialdrig a very tall and severc-looking harper ; Dawdley, a Sfcst 
insignificant Fit2james; and your humble servant a^talwatt 
KOderick Dhu. We were to meet at B— - House at twelve n’clobk, 
and as I had rib fancy to drive through the town in my dib drived in 
a kftt rind t>hilibeg^ t agreed to take a seat^ in Dawdley dnd 
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to dress at his house in May Faic. . At ..dleven, I left a very pleasant 
bachelors* party, growling to quit them and the honest, jovial claret- 
bottle, in order to scrape and cut capers like a harlequin, from the 
theatre. When I arrived at Dawdley*s, I mounted to a dressing- 
room, and began to array myself in my cursed costume. 

The . art of costuming was by no means so well understood in those 
days as it has been since, and mine was out of all correctness. 1 was 
made to sport an enormous plume of black ostrich-feathers, such as 
never was worn by any Highland chief, and had a huge tiger-skin 
sporran to dangle like an apron before innumerable yards of plaid 
petticoat. The tartan cloak was outrageously hot and voluminous ; 
it was the dog-days, and all these things I was condemned to wear in 
the midst of a crowd of a thousand people I 

Dawdley sent up word, as I was dressing, that his dress had not 
arrived, and he took my cab and drove off in a rage to bis tailor. 

There was no h\irry, I thought, to make a fool of myself ; so 
having put on a pair of plaid trews, and very neat pumps with shoe- 
buckles, my courage failed me as to the rest of the dress, and taking 
down one of his dressing-gowns, I went downstairs to the study, to 
wait until he should arrive. 

The windows of the pretty room were open, and a snug sofa, with 
innumerable cushions, drawn towards one of them. A great tranquil 
moon was staring into the chamber, in which stood, amidst books and 
all sorts of bachelors lumber, a silver tray v^th a couple of tall Venice 
glasses, and a bottle of Maraschino bound with straw. 1 can see now 
the twinkle of the liquor in the moonshine, as I poured it into the 
glass ; and I swallowed two or three little cups of it, for my spirits 
were downcast. Close to the tray of Maraschino stood — must I say it ? 
.-ria box, a mere box of cedar, bound rudely together with pink paper, 
branded with the name of ‘‘Hudson” on the side, and bearing on the 
coyer the arms of Spain. I thought I would just take up the box and 
look in it. 

Ah heaven ! there they were — a hundred and fifty of them, in calm, 
comfortable rows : lovingly side by side they lay, with the great moon 
shining down upon them-— thin at the tip, full in the waist, elegantly 
rbtqid atid full, a little spot here and there shining upon them — beauty- 
.Sp^ts upon the cheek of Sylvia. The house was quite quiet. Dnwdley 
in his room ; — I had not smoked for four months and 

eley%.days,. 


l^rd Daivdley came into the study, he did^ not makb any 
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remarks j and oh, how easy my heart felt ! He was dressed in his 
greea and bdpts, after Westall’s pictui^, correctly. 

time to be off, George,” said he; *‘they told me you were 
dressed long ago. Come up, my man, and get ready.” 

I. rudhed up into the dressing-room, and madly dashed my head 
?ind arms into a pool of eau-de-Cologne. I drank, I believe, a 
tumblerful of it. I called for my clothes, and, strange to say, . they 
were gone. My servant brought them, however, saying that he had 
put them away-making some stupid c.xcuse, I put tliem on, not 
heeding them much, for I was half tipsy with the excitement of the 

ci of the smo — of what had taken place in Dawd ley’s study, and 

with the Maraschino and the eau-de-Cologne I had drunk. 

“ What a fine odour of lavender-water ! ” said Dawdley, as we 
rode in the carriage. 

I put my head out of the window and shrieked out a laugh ; bat 
made no other reply. 

“ What’s the joke, George ? ” said Dawdley. “ Did I say anything 
witty?” 

' “No,” cried I, yelling still more wildly; “nothing more witty than 
usual.” 

“ Don’t be severe, George,” said he, with a mortified air ; and we 

drove on to B House. 

♦ # » # # 

There must have been something strange and wild in my appear- 
ance, and those awful black plumes, as I passed through the crowd ; 
for I observed people looking and making a strange nasal noise, {it is 
called sniffing, and I have no other more delicate term for it), and 
making way as I pushed on. But I moved forward very fiercely, for 
the wine, the Maraschino, the eau-de-Cologne, and the— the excite^ 
ment had rendered me almost wild ; and at length I arrived at the.pUicb ' 
\wb<ire my lovely Lady of the Lake and her Harper stood. . Hpw 
beautiful she looked, — all eyes were upon her as she stood btus^ingf 
\Vhen she saw me, however, her countenance assumed an appearance 
nf alarm. “Good heavens, Geoige !” she said, stretching her hand 
to me, “what makes you look so wild and pale?” I advanced, 

:was going to take her hand, when she dropped it with a screatmt^'f; ; . 

. “Ah— ah— ah!” she said. “Mr. Fitz-Boodle, you>e;> 
.smoking!^* V-v- 

There was an immense laugh from four hundred Jpeop^'^^b^d. 
abdji^ .us, bnd the scoundrelly Dawdley joined in the .yelL . I^hed 
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furiously out, and, as I passed, Prince 
of Kalbsbraten- Pumpernickel. - ^'v ' ' 

£s riccitit bier ungeheuer statk von Tabak ! ^ I heard his Highness 
say, as, I madly flung myself through the aides-de-camp. 

The next day Mary McAlister, in a note full of the most odious 
good sense and sarcasm, reminded me of our agreement ; said that 
she was quite convinced that we were not by any means fitted for one 
another, and begged me to consider myself henceforth quite free* 
The little wretch had the impertinence to send me a dozen boxes of 
cigars, which, she said, would console me for my lost love ; as she 
was perfectly certain that I was not mercenary, and that I loved 
tobacco better than any woman in the world. 

I believe she was right, though I have never to this day been able 
to pardon the scoundrelly stratagem by which Dawdley robbed me of 
a wife and won one himself. As I was lying on his sofa, looking at 
the moon and lost in a thousand happy contemplations, Lord Dawdley, 
returning from the tailor’s, saw me smoking at my leisure. On 
entering his dressing-room, a horrible treacherous thought struck him. 
** I must not betray my friend,’* said he ; “ but in love all is fair, and 
he shall betray himself.” There were my tartans, my cursed feathers, 
my tiger-skin sporran, upon the sofa. 

He called up my groom ; he made the rascal put on all my clothes, 
and, giving him a guinea and four cigars, bade him lock himself into 
the little pantry and smoke them without taking the clothes off. John 

did so, and was very ill in consequence, and so when I came to B — - 

House, my clothes were redolent of tobacco, and I lost lovely Mary 
McAlister. 

;I am godfather to one of Lady Dawdley’s boys, and hers is the 
dntjj’ house where I am allowed to smoke unmolested ; but I have 
ijever been able to admire Dawdley, a sly, so7(jyioisy spiritless, lily- 
liyeired fellow, that took his name off all his clubs the year he matried. 



I82 


pafers. 


DOSOTJIEA. 


/'C'.?; EYOND sparring and cridt^' 

• " ^ A ,-A * ”®* recoUect I leaijt^ 

r, : ^ J anything useful at SlaugHt^, 

House School, where I 
V^V educated (according to an plA 
.. family tradition, whicli sen^ 

£»{ R|RH' particular generations of eenr 

tiemen to particular scho^ ' 
kingdom ; and such is ^ ' 
' ^ *’*■“ ^tabit, that thougii I' 

|L plac^ I shall send ^y ,- 

. .^r^m TK i» ®o“ thither too> should' | 

^ J “y ‘^y)* I say -i 

learned little that was ttwifel 
,<.,'■ - '' ' Slaughter House, and hpef 

^ ■ ' S' thing that was ornamental ,,;i;' . 
I ' . . would as soon have thow ^t /E:. 

> wsi^^ to dance as of leatning to climb chimneya Up to the'a ^' wf' 

^ shown, I had agreat contempt for the female r^f 
brougd»t with it warmer and juster sentimaits, 
'' ^ '7^^-' aaawte dance nor prattieto a young girl 
i'rr*? could. I have seen the ugliest little low>bied wietej^l 

creatures, twirlij^ with than itt'w^^l 
between their glossy curls in quadriHa, simperihM;^^^ 
that abominable “c4ivali^!^i^« 
^ ^ 

.f^^S'-^**^.^^**’**** ®* to be aoquhed late kt: 
habits of a man are foiv^d. 

^*®® taught ' to ' ri^ aa;-iit-. 
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In the way to work with 

-ammense-^^g^i.botth 

tising fel&T|v)^ 'ahd afterwards 'with ! P^s, I ndVer yeins 

be.^i^ in dancing ; and though litttb Coulon i^ruitted xiie ih 
a siriUeir it was a cursed forced one, that looked like the griiiof a 
in extreme agony. 1 once caught sight of it in a glass, and have hkidly 
«ver smiled since. 


' Most young men about London have gone through that stra^gie 
secret ordeal of the dancing-school I am given to understand' tB^at 
'^yotmg snobs from attorneys* offices, banks, shops, and the like, nou^e, 
: hot the least mystery of their proceedings in the saltatory liIl[^^>but; 
trip gaily, with pumps in hand, to some dahcing-place ab^^ Sbhpy* 
'* w^tz and quadrille it with Miss Greengrocer or Miss Butdfictr^'a^' 
fancy they have had rather a pleasant evening. There is one howi|e' 
in Dover Street, where, behind a dirty curtain, such figures 
isebh hopping every night, to a perpetual fiddling ; and IniMTCt stbe^ 
-sothetimes wondering in the street, with about six bkckgii^ 
wondering too, at the strange contortions of the figures jumping, up 
dbwn to the mysterious squeaking of the kit. Have they no 
£emt are such degrading initiations to be held in public? - No, 
snoBmayjbut the man of refined mind never can submit to s^w iitn* 
self ih public labouring at the apprenticeship of this most abkttp^'brt. 
It is owing, perhaps, to this modesty, and the fact that 1 had nO sk^rs^' 
^at' borne, that 1 have never thoroughly been able to dance; for though 
T 'always arrive at thie end of a quadrille (and thank heaven for it tOoJ): 
^and though, 1 believe, 1 make no mistake in particular, yet 1 solemnly 


; ’^oitfess 1 have never been able thoroughly to comprehend the piys- 
of it, or what I have been about from the beginning tathie end,, 
dance. 1 always look at the lady opposite, and do as shedoe^;. 
did not know how to dance, hasard^ it would be all up., JBlitt 
can’^t do anything else, women can dance : let us give thexit 

B least. ...\ 

, then, for a considerable time, 1 used to get up at eight 
morning, and pass an hour alone with Mr, Wil]dn$on| / 
i^s Royal, in Golden Square hour alone.- 
lee 5 one,- two, three— now jump-right' foot more, 

[id if you could try. and look a little more cheerii^;. 
ould'^Uke you the better.* Wilkinson 
i l did'':^-t^ bln9t;'iny teal' 

■ he-kHowit to .. 
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his arms round the ijeck of a fujl-bottoined 

wig) is.driyeh'’a^ay,.by.'Fei&^iii^few^gsi^^|i^1^^ ; 

repre^nf%,t&^^^^^ two'“|>ra^iS^i^i^vv*f 
is, said, the hiitW^ 

ma^ili^e^ .edific^^ in the Restdeni, such as the j^ard-rb^m^-:;^ 
ySnusskersogtick Kalbshratenfuinp^nicMisi^ 

&c., and the superb sentry-boxes before the Grand^pUcat 
Pal^qei,' He is Knight Grand Cross of the Ancient Kartoffid^. 

^ is almost every one else in his Highnesses dommiotfifc’ f > 

S^he town of Kalbsbraten contains a population of two thoy^lf '? 
inl^hitants, and a palace which would accommodate about ^ tib^ 'a 
th^i^ulnben The principality sends three and a half menr't^^ihbl:! 
G^nhan Confederation, who are commanded by a General (Excditeiii)^%:^^ 
two Major-Generals, and sixty-four officers of lower grades ; ail no^I^^ 
ain^ights of the Order, and almost all chamberlains to his 
tiie Grind Duke. An excellent band of eighty performfer^' h 
adtbiration of the surrounding country, and leads the Grand-Diii^": 
troops to battle in time of war. Only three of the contingent of soldiOrif^-' 
retched. from the Battle of Waterloo, where they won much bohoutiji’f 
thb'jremainder was cut'to pieces on that glorious day, /' 

Tilere ’ is a chamber of representatives (which, however^ 
ca^'ihdu^e to sit), home and foreign ministers, residents from , 
bdtuiinR courts, law presidents, town councils, &c., all the adjuncts 
a\bijg or litUe government. The court has its chamberlains, arid' ' 


iharsfiidSjthe Grand Duchess her noble ladies in waiting, and blusWnjf V* 
of honour. Thou wert one, Dorothea ! Dost remembeaf ' ihe “ 
($iqbr .y^ung Englander ? We parted in anger ; but I think — I think ' 
not forgotten him. 

in which I have Dorothea von Speck present to my mtnd: ;; 
as I first saw her in tlie garden— for her hairwks iii' 
J^^j^$s:'then, and a laige Leghorn bat with a deep riband covered: 

fifir face, — not in a mommg-dress> which, by the way, was 
jS^^fe|fe^‘newest nor the best made— but as I saw her afterwards at 
pleasant splendid litUe court, where she moved the most ^ 
b^uties of Kalbsbraten. The grand saloon of the 
pl^^^p^hted— the Grand Duke and his officers, the Duchess; 

^ X, in my uniform of the — th, 

(who arb^eyidemly'ad mylegs^'ahj^ 



ff86 THE FlTZ^pOQJ>EE FAPER^. 

1 *» shouts the 

dress blue or ^pi»ai"'eiid>^ 

very-iair and stout. ■ .,;' '-'. ’ , 

who "comes behind her? Lieher Himroel ! It is Poit>uiw J 
^'^^^aarth, among all the dowers which have sprung from its 1>a!Sf^» 
fi^iQ&ce ever one more beautiful ? She was none of your hcayjjC^y 
,.|wiiaitiesj I tell you. She had nothing ethereal about her. ,Nb,'iir^ 
'^e was of the earth earthy, and must have weighed ten stope 
five, if she weighed an ounce. She had none of your Chi^e 
xior waspy, unhealthy waists, which those may admire 
No: Dora's foot was a good stout one; you could see her anj^^f 
lier robe was short enough) without the aid of a microscope ; add 4>at 
iCjUyious little, sour, skinny Amalia von Mangelwurzel used to bbld 
her four fingers and say (the two girls' were most intimate friejn^ 
course), Dear Dorothea’s vaist is so much dicker as dis.” Ana so 
c |\have no doubt it was. 

J But wbajfcthen ? Goethe sings in one of his divine epigrams^ > 

v’ ' _ " ' '‘i ^ 

:' . ^’J*'Ejdcares vaunting their taste, entitle me vulgar and savage, - 

Give them their Bmssels-sprouts, but I am contented with cabbage/’ - 


?;• your little women-i— that is, when I am in love with a tall dpe ; 

■ jUTO. who would not have loved Dorothea ? '' 

.t, y'v Fancy her, then, if you please, about five feet four inches big&r 
tl^cy l^r in the family colour of light blue, a little scarf coverix^ 
.inost brilliant shoulders in the world ; and a pair of gloves 

round an arm that may, perhaps, be somewhat too larj^^i^^ 
p^j^^bat Juno might have envied then. After the fashion 
ll^eson^e continent, she wears no jewels or gimcracks,: 

.^i^ement is a wreath of vine-leaves In her hair, with little 
grapes. Down on her shoulders falls the brown 
^i^i|^\>dusters ; all that health, and good-humour, and .b^k^^w > 
^S^j^'the face, kind nature has done for hers. Her eyest^^^^^*'.' 
and kind. As for her cheeks, what paint-box 
or words to descril^ 'their 

|^p^.%^:^^uth and smiles always to show . the;dimpfeal£^|i^ ^M i'' 
because she is happy, and jki^, apdis:o^M^^^^f' 
her ifteth arc little pearls. //'''• 
orowd^tip to .|usk 
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<lown. Old Schnabel 

Haarbarft^api^d^^^ i ' ' 

thittf'; ,fha^S^id-w^'/‘i^S-«t>6tjMl^'k!Gff'tb.^^^ 

I tunied fvny with a pangi and played Scared wttlt dbloael^l^mi^af 
pack'aU''ii^ht '' ' c 

In thtis introducing this lovely creature in her balhcosiotne; I h^ye 
heenl somewhat premature, and had best go back to the beginidbg <jf 
thb liistpry of my acquaintance with her. . 

' Dorothea, then, was the daughter of the celebrated Spedfe 
ihdntiohed. It is one of the oldest names in Germany, 

■iSihe^s and mother's houses, those of Speck and Eyer, .aire^‘ldyiSt|'^ 
whfrOver they are known. Unlike his warlike progenitor, torehs^/- 
Yon Speck, Dorothea's father, had early shown himself a paisfsibifiate^^f' 
admirer of art ; had quitted home to study architecture in It^y, and'-.,, 
had become celebrated throughout Europe, and been appointed Ob^;. ^ 
hol^hitect and Kunst-und Bau-Inspektor of the united prihcl^i-; 
tied. They are but four miles wide, and his genius has consequently: 
but Bttle room to play. What art can do, however, he does, .The', 
palace is frequently whitewashed under his eyes ; the theatre pAiifted.'i 
oocaaonally; the noble public buildings erected, of which 
-already made mention. ' ; 

T had come to Kalbsbraten, scarce knowing whither I went; 
having, in about ten minutes, seen the curiosities of the fl\ 
*4id npt care to see the King's palace, for chairs and tables have; 


„ np ^grcat charm for me), I had ordered horses, and wanted to get 
cared not whither, when Fate threw Dorothea in my way. I was 
to the hotel through the palace-garden, a vaief-d^ace 
side, when 1 saw a young lady seated under a tree readinjg a 
mamma on the same bench (a fat woman in light blue)'': 
a stocking, and two officers, choked in their stays, wdth 
iT^S^Corders on their spinach-coloured coats^, standing by Jn, first ' 
the one was caressing the fat-lady-in-blue’s little dog; the/ 
^mirling his own moustache, which was already as nearly as 
'|i|ralp^^led into his own eye. „ 

;l!qiow how it Is, but I hate to see men e^dently intimis&e ; 

themselv^e< 


S ing annoying in their cursed complacency— their evid^t|^ 
Pve to make .sunshine for * 

^lls .me "nqt ^ se^al kuch sui^* 
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blue worn v'.-' * .3- 

Grand-Ducal PmnpernickcUan-court-afdiil3i<i&«»'.,^ a^d 
’^l^'er-Palace-and-building-inspectress Von Speck, born V. 

; the guide. Your well-born honour has seen the pump in t^e* 

'Jt^^et-place ; that is the work of the great Von Speck.” v' ' 

" And yonder young person ? ” ^ "‘i 

'[fQ /“Mr. Court-architect’s daughter, the Fraulein Dorothea.” , \ ^ 

* ♦ * ♦ 

' , Dorothea looked up from her novel here, and turned her 
j^i|atds 'the stranger who was passing, and then blushing 

again. Schnabel looked at me with a scowl, Klingensj^lir 
V!^«i a simper, the dog with a yelp, the fat lady in blue just gave.;jiiie 
^^^ce, and seemed, I thought, rather well pleased “ Silei^cfe; 
Xii^eni” said she to the dog. «Go on, darling Dorothea,” 

to her daughter, who continued her novel. " 

voice was a little tremulous, but very low and rich. For s6me- 
or other, on getting back to the inn, I countermattdci 'thii 
?i||^S/,and said I would stay for the night. . : 

onty stayed that night, but many, many afterwards ; 
|^^^.manner in w^hicli I became acquainted with the Speck fetnjljri; 

it was a good joke against me at the time, and I did not like 
I'jtO'have it known ; but t \ o\w it may as well come out at once. Sp^ij 
^^;i(^yefybody knows, lives in the market-place, opposite his 
' kpf art, the town pump, or fountain. I bought a laige 
1)1^^ and having a knack at drawing, sat down, with , the 
before the pump, and sketched it for several hours. '< 
bring out old Speck to see. At first he contented ha 
j^^g jbis nose against the window-glasses of his 
.what 'the Englander was about. Then he put on hi$ 

^uge green shade, and sauntered to the door : thchfj|6/®^ 

" ^ aid formed one of a band of street-idlers who 

he could restrain hiznself no moiei bhVl^lwJ 
began to discourse u^n 
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my drawing at a window, 

I was, like a)i'''llip tb^ 

edifice j heard ' it at Rome, where it wa$; tcnsidferi^ to* h^'^^ribr 
to any ofvthe celebrated fountains of thaV c^pHal iof 
finally, that unless perhaps the celebrated fountain of ^A^ajteHn. 
London might . compare with it, Kalbsbraten building, 

'Ai^^was incomparable. * 

^ ThU speech I addressed in French, of which the w^orthy 
architect understood somewhat, and continuing to reply in Gerin^xj 
our conversation grew pretty close. It is singular that I can 
a man and pay him compliments with the utmost gravity, where^^ 
^th a woman, I at once lose all self-possession, and have never 
p^ty thing in my life. v', 

‘ jfdy operations on old Speck were so conducted, that in 
oT an hour I had elicited from him an invitation to go over the^toWh; ' 
wi^ him, and see its architectural beauties. So we walked thrqug^f^ 
the^ huge half-furnished chambers of the palace, we panted up tJlijKj''' 
•copper pinnacle of the church-tower, we went to see the Museum .a6d ‘^f 
Gyximasium, and coming back into the market-place again, what ' 
could the Hofarchitect do but offer me a glass of wine and a s^t H 
.hjs house ? He introduced me to his Gattinn, his Leocadia (the IT^' 
wolnan in blue), " as a young world-observer, and worthy art^fnenq^i 
a young scion of British Adel, who had come to refresh himself "at' 


thq Urquellen of his race, and see his brethren of the great family of 
2|e]^ahni" 

' f t . saw instantly that the old fellow was of a romantic turn, from 
.:t||ii^odqmontade to his lady : nor was she a whit less so ; nor 

less sentimental than her mamma. She knew everything ' 

I irature of Albion, as she was pleased to call it rand - 
of all the famous writers there. I told her that 
was one of the loveliest young beauties at jptpr ' 
d to her Lady Morgan, herself as beautiful as the 
le drew ; 1 promised to give her a signature of Mr^. 

[ wrote for her that very evening) ; and described . 
h 1 had seen Thomas Moore and Samuel Roge^V ' 
boxing-match, in^ which the athletic author of 
i ,^^st' tjitc hardy,. mountain bard, Wordsufeijfr^ 
was^^not pegiuctad, for though I^Jb-ive. 
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i^ ,ajttd tbe brilliant eyes 
JUnc^ at , their usual 
Kjlibut. i'jrt^as,. '5b" cum it/w snii^t^i -that for 

life 1 did not even nii^s the meal, «)y ^t^cd on 
k, when tea was. served. Madame Spi^k^&d they 
drank it j and so placing a teaspoonful of bohea in a cauldrop 
^;$ater, slie placidly handed out this decoction, which w^ tooii: ^ith 
and tartines. I leave you to imagine how disgusted Kling^- 
and Schnabel looked when they stepped in as usual that ev^ijlg 
!9fc? make their party of whist with the Speck family ! Down Hliey 
vwere obliged to sit ; and the lovely Dorothea, for that night, dechi^d 
fjfe, pfcy altogether, and-r-sat on the sofe by me. x 

we talked about, who shall tell? 1 would not, for lUyp^y. 
the' secret of one of those delicious conversations, of whij^ l 
.^ry man in his time have held so many. You begin, 
:^{n^i^ldy, about the weather— 'tis a common subject, but 

the genius of Love can ding into it ! I have oft^ for' 
iiny^paJ^ said, to the girl of my heart for the time being, “ It*s a dpe 
iVs a rainy morning I’Mn a way that has brought te^^.to 
Vi^es. Something beats in your heart, and twangle 1 i cone* 
^^nding string thrills and echoes in hers. You offer her anytjiinjg— 
vijpjf’^ioiitting-^needles, a slice of bread-and-butter— what causea. jtbe 
blush with which she accepts the one or the other ? , ^9?%,. 
s3be >ees your heart handed over to her upon the needles, and 
^tcadrand-butter is to her a sandwich with love inside it. , If you 
^^^:iyour grandmother, “ Ma’am, it’s a fine day,” or what not, ^le “ 
tbe words no other meaning than their outward and j " “ 

S| but say so to the girl you love, and she understands 
meanings in them. Thus, in a wofd, though Dorp 
probably, on the first night of our meeting, t£dk t 
thm the weather, or trumps, or some subjects whicb.ij 
bpis,as Schnabel and Klingenspohr and others might 
y, yet to as they had a different signification, of;iii 

f^ ado then, after the occurrences of t 
.staying at Ksdbsbraten, and pre^^nt^ 

Hof-Marshal, requesting to have 
JPrince,;at one 
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^ ^ liv^l -■ ■ '*■''*> r ^ ' ' '' 

balls were taking^ place,- and, witli 

Dorotbeapitet^ welk : 

with per(ett scorn, had a manifest , advaji|ai^ 
and uised! somehow to meet the fair one evei^day/w^mg 
wiifiJhtt ni^ma in the palace garden, or sitting upder ihei^cdas^ 
witK Belotie in her mother’s lap, and the fevourite romance 
hcrr ' Dear, dear Dorothea ! what a number of novels she muat 
read in her time ! She confessed to me that she had been^in Ic^X 
wi^ Uncas, with Saint Preux, with Ivanhoe, and with hosis^ 
German heroes of romance ; and when I asked her if she, 
heart was so tender towards imaginary youths, had never had^'^^^ 
preference for any one of her living adorers, she only look^^Z^^' 
blushed, and sighed, and said nothing. /! ■, 

■ You see I had got on as well as man could do, un^l tbc ' .ton-f 
founded court season and tlie balls began, and then,— why, then cajS|e;' 
my usual luck. 

: Waltzing is a part of a German girl’s life. With the best wSl: ih.’- 
^ l^.wbrld — which, I doubt not, she entertains for me, for 1 never put^^; 
t}i^;;j^tter of marriage directly to her — Dorothea could not 'go\^io»v. 
baLQ$ hnd not waltz. It was madness to me to see her whirling round' 


the. room with officers, nttachds^ prim little chamberlains with gold;. 
k%)^;and embroidered coats, her hair floating in the wind, her. hand^^ 
'r^,^lng upon the abominable little dancer’s epaulet, her gobd-^:' 
hi^^ured face lighted up with still greater satisfaction. I saw (haC 
learn to waltz too, and took my measures accordingly. . 
leader of the ballet at the Kalbsbraten theatre in my time w^s’!^ 

I enna. He had been a regular Zephyr ’once,' ^twa^-, 
days ; and though he is now fifteen stone weight^:- 
unend him conscientiously as a master; and XV 
some lessons from him in the art which I h^d 
y in early life. , V’ 

without vanity, that I was an apt pupil, and in the^.' 
en lessons 1 had arrived at very considerable' 
g line, apd could twirl round the room with 
ide the old gentleman pant again, and hardly 
b puff out a'compliment to his pupil. I majr.siM- 
k' J became an expert waltzer; but as 1 wishelp; 
fbltcly in 'tha:t character, to be quite sure of 
t)iM6 piacHW'.'notr ^th a -lady,' hut 




Zephyr 

IS an impudent calu^Iain at 

rfe to bemygrandmotW and« Spi%bo«^ rfe' 

though old, she was passionn^e 4 u> **f as. 1.. ewar 

^;^count, doubtless, of he/Zr^ ^ ^ andaothi^^ 

®W>ortunities of indulgine in har appearence) = 

::y^n, at the end of the hour wouM c • if ^ partner, fn 

>‘!^$. fl» «™rLpr?''4r''^j “'«". 

the oM -^ exclaim, whisking me ro™^”’ Alphoiiso!->juSad 
^ ple4Sjre in such a homely nartn^r^ ^ ^ 

waltzed and waltzed perftcife 

with fotigue. ■ weie both ' 

4^^ "f »«"»*. <»,d ^ 

..'^’9'"H. the Prince 

^^•nedl would come out in pliblto l 

^and sjdendour. My hair JL cmledt^ r** 

and of the fom hundred geSemet”^'"*““‘®'*‘***^‘^ 
^^hraten </4/ select one who wore m 

I disguise the feet? fa soite of m 
got abroad, as news wiIh J. ^ ^ ®'ience, the news, ;Ttta^ 
:|^-^ewas coming outina wafa tw ‘owns,-H^:3^; 
,%t Cuke even madr. a,, ,i • “ evening. H; — - 

Wentful night I went as***'**" “fcumstancfe 
r^el^iitetion '« ^b ®ade him mylid^^ 

® my trousers 

she^sS*** ” -“n*”® ’ bean^tf 
e-aS/ sh™ 1 

4 ^ “‘fle motj^. 

®ame with her pencS.^ a*»' 

I left her to o^ psr^- 

by. aBy,dua I 


EQ!^ 





thy, „ , m 

The . ,, , , 

iuiifitt^'f^w'' - the poiisheci 

m-r- 
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Onwewent^ 

twiltblg^‘^9114 twisting and turning and whirling » couple after couple 
panting olT* Little Kbngenspohr himself was obliged to gn e 
AUe>e& were upon us*— we were going round alone, Doiothei 

waa plfxiosi exhausted, when 

***** 

1 have been sitting for two houis since 1 marked the asterisks, 
iUnking— thinking 1 ha\ e committed crimes in my life— who hasn^? 
^ut talk of remorse, what remoise is there like ///a/ which rushes up 
in a flood to my brain sometimes when 1 am alone, and causes me to 
blush when rm a bed in the dork^ 

I fell, sir, on that infernal si pper\ floor Down we rune bke 
shot , we rolled o\ er and o\ er m the midst of the ball room, the muSic 
going ten miles an hour, 800 pans of c>es fixed upon us, a cursed 
shnek of laughtei bursting out ftom all sides Heavens ' how cU^r I 
heard it, as we went on rolling ind tolling* child* thy 

Dorothea*” shucked out Mulamc Sptek, lushmg forwaid, and as 
soon as she hid bt^uh to do so, Doiothci of com se sci earned too, 
then she fainted, then shew is disentangled from out my spurs, and 
borne off by a bevy of tittering women “Clumsy brute*’* said 
Madame Speck, tuining her fat back upon me 1 remained upon hiV 
sfanl, wild, ghastly , looking about It was all up with me— I knew it 
was I wished I could have died there, and 1 wish so still 

Klmgenspohr mariied her, tha* is the long and short, but bolbre 
that event 1 placed a sibiecut acioss the young sroundrel’S nose, 
which destroyed /lu beauty foi ever 

O Dorothea* you cant foi^ive me— you oughtn’t to forgive me; 
but 1 love you madly still 

My next flame was Oitiha but let us keep her for anblJser 
munbei , iry feehngs overpower me U picsent 



m 


OTTILIA, 


CHAPTER 1. 

THE ALBUM — THE MEDITERRANEAN HEATH. 

RAVELLING some little 
back in a wild part of GTdiini^. 
mara, where I had beeji 
fishing and seal-sho6ting;>> ^ 
had the good luck 
admission to the cHteau 
a hospitable Irish gentlenril^l\ 
and to procure some het^s.!ipH 
my once dear Ottilia. ' 

'Yes, of no other tha4\'' 
Ottilia V. Schlippenschlopp, 
the Muse of Kalbsbrateh-*S 
Pumpernickel, the friendijf '' 
little town far away in Sachsen- 
land,- where old Speck . Wt' 
the town pump, where ■ 

'd/ flashed across the nose, — where Dorothea rolled over! and 

I^Jhat horrible wdtz with Fitz-Boo Psha I— away with jthe.^ 

but wasn^t^it strange to get news of Ottilia in the wUd^t 
Iretod, where I never should have thought to hear her 
Walking on that very Urrisbeg Mountain under wl^e ; 
j>.,heard Ottilia^s iwme, Mackay, the learned author of the' 
discovered the Mediterranean heath^rsac]! 

^:i^ hhve often plucked on the sides of Vesuvius, 

in gatheringas she stfs^^^ 

* selj^satneJower, peering 

’^Say;, ftWe,;tho, in this, wild 





twenty- 

,^_^VBlike"B6dkin L^b wbd;|tafctfr -niaii^ 

tour) arid I adjotimed, aftw diiiner^^lo/;^^ 
itn'il^rivate room, for the purpose of smokihg a ^certain cig^ ; 
ris nevi^ more pleasant than after a hard day’s spor^-^^ da]^ 
_ :^*doors, or after a good dinner, or a bad one* or at. hlgbt 
^^you^aie tired, or in the morning when you are fresh, or of^^icbld 
l^nter’s day, or of a scorching, summer’s afternoon, or at anyr^P^!^' 
'^Iin^ent you choose to fix upon. 7 ' 

.V f . What should I see in Blake’s room but a rack of pipes, sucb-^ 
^;a^ to be found in almost all the bachelors’ rooms in Germany,- 
j]$un6ngst them was a porcelain pipe-head bearing the image.]o^;j£^! 
vli^&sbraten pump! There it was: the old spout, the old 
:;''^i^ory of ATars, Bacchus^ Apollo viroritm^ and the rest, that I 'b^ 

' Sl^'xl^en looked at from Hofarchitect Speck’s window, as 1 .sat tlieise' 

S p'^e side of Dorothea. The old gentleman had given me p^pf. 

psi 'Very pipes ; for he had hundreds of them painted, where]p)i& ! 
3Si|' used to gratify almost every stranger 'who came into his 

^ 

y^yiAny old place with which I have once been familiar (as, perha|>i^;j 
;;]b,aye' before Stated in these “ Confessions but never mind that) is 'iji’ 
Tspnie sort dear to me : and were I Lord Shootingcastle or 
.'l^opiahd, I think after a residence of six months there I should 
^|toe Fleet Prison. As I saw the old familiar pipe, I took it downy a|ijd| 
;}^a|^med it with Cavendish tobacco, and lay down on a 
‘.Jwiffed away for an hour well-nigh, thinking of old, old times. 
r?V.-?*"Vou’re very entertaining to-night, Fitz” says young BlaJjae "" 
;||^'piade several tumblers of punch for me, which 1 had gulpi^j 
saying a word. ^ Don’t ye think ye’d be more ea^;^. 
Sporting and sighing there on my sofa, and groaning fit 
» bang myself?” 

^.an\ thinking, Blake,” says I, “ about Pumpernickel,. wl^ 

^gave you this pipe.” " 

^ j 1- _ ju M 


he did,” replies the young man; and did ye kndj^jl 



'^d," said I. " My friend, I have been by thO - 
nie^i . fell me, are the nightingailcs still singing. 


j^es - “■ 





y as any-iniaii ii 
fcion of beauty ^ 

' lac about Speck, Blake, and Kalbsbraten, and’ 

^d'j^ingenspohr her husband.’* ' ■. ' ; v 

. with the cut across the nose, is it?” cries Blake. ** I Wfeft 
and his old wife.” 

=^5*^ His old what, sir!” cries Fitz-Boodle, jumping up from his 80^" 
•^Kfittgenspohr’s wife old!— Is he married again .^—Is Dorothea) 


^ *^I)had I— no more dead than you are, only I take her to be j 
ih^^thirty. And when a woman has had nine children, you know) 
Ipt^mpne the younger ; and I can tell ye, that when she trod 

at a ball at the Grand Juke’s, 1 felt something heavier th^n 
ffe^ther on my foot.” ^ 

, ^^Jladame de Klingenspohr, then,” replied I, hesitating somewhait^iy. 
«h;as: grown rather— rather st-st-out?” I could hardly get out th®| 
trembled 1 don’t know why as I asked the question, 

^ '^,^$tout, begad !— she weighs fourteen stone, saddle and bridle?' 

right, down goes my pipe ; flop ! crash falls the tumbler ilitiJ^' 
t^i'lmder ! Break away, my boy, and remember, whoever breakS.Ja',J 
here pays a dozen.” ' 

fact was, that the announcement of Dorothea’s changed corK*^ 
(paused no small disturbance within me, and I expressed it niy) 
jrdpt manner mentioned by young Blake. 

thus from my reverie, I questioned the young fellow abot^-f^'. 
^ fence at Kalbsbraten, which has been always since the wari ■ . 
j^ place for our young gentry, and heard with some satisilactiK)^;:f;^ 
was married to the Behrenstein, Haarbart had left -tfe^Tf 

Crown Prince had broken with the but 

, are all these details to the reader, who has never 
little Kalbsbraten? . ■ 

Lynch inches me down one of the three books t 
'igisuy (the Racing Calendar” and a book of fishing;^ 
flie remainder of the set). " And there’s my album/^‘s 
jdcfltyof hands in it that you’ll recognize, a ' 
^fclancn” MA, so I did, in truth r § 



',c \*.*>jiShn nunquam €k iPdn&s 
-'^‘‘ ' \Vkcih^hAKr,yt<!A^^or^^^ 

Grand-Ducal Kalbsbraten-Pumperhickdiis^h 
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^jkg^.er vmteSj — , 

' ^ ^ “ * Wander on roses aftd forget me nok* ^ 

' Afic4£.tA y^ 

aod the'vpicture mayhap', of f 
.Il^ndre^' of these fhtetestrnj|ji|i^ 
jiwok*;, V ^ 








200 


JHE FmzBQQPm PAPms. 


CHAPTER II. 


OITILIA IN PARTICULAR. 

OME kind critic who 
these writings will, 
have the goodness to 
that the simile of the 
ranean heath is applied to | 
personages in this 
Ottilia and Dorothea, and[''S 
Psha ! the fellow is but a:| 
unimaginative creature 
be able to find a simile 
at least for the girls ; how 
better would we have.dow^’i%^‘ 
business I ' 

Well, it is a very pi 
simile. The girls were 
were beautiful, I loved 
both, — which should 

Zp/^^ath ? Mr. Cruikshank (who has taken to serious ] 
tting ready for the exhibition a fine piece, represcntiU|^| 
oh the Urrisbeg Mountain, county Galway, Ireland, 
of heath in his hand, hesitating, like Paris, on whicllJ^S 
he should bestow it. In the background is a. certain 
two bundles of hay ; but that I take to represent ^ ^ 
f 'tb which of my young beauties to assign the choice* . 

had been as rich as Miss Coutt5> aud had.jfcj^*"" 
after the accident at the ball and said^ 
it must not be supposed I would » have 
d]^m had vanished for ever ^ , 

only^chanCeT htoof 

Itiijce^'was: by 







^^d'lddre^^ed h% tOrthe.ibUQWll)^ge^|^^:^|^^^ 
there has been an acddent at, court 
'Vou Mfill send in leeches, pills, and the deuce knows 
will say that I have dislocated ray leg : for some daysr:yi^w| 
’^tip /that I am in considerable danger. You are a good felloW;kd|^ir 
Courage I know, for which very reason you can 'sippr<^^^ 
qualities in another ; so mind, if you breathe a word of my Mcwj| 


you or 1 must lose a life.” 




Jvi^ay went the surgeon, and the next day all KalbsbratchT^I^ 
\!ii$i^v][|iwas on the point of death : 1 had been delirious all nigkt>^^^ 
lii^d eighty leeches, besides I don’t know how much medicine 
.’jf^^lksbrateners knew to a scruple. Whenever anybody was 

kind society knew what medicines were prescribed. . EvferyboOTi 
l^the town knew what everybody had for dinner. If Madame Ru^jW; 
hkd. satin dyed ever so quietly, the whole society was on 

Countess Pultuski sent to Berlin for a new set of teeth,;i^-j^ 
;j|$rS'oh in Kalbsbratcn but what was ready to compliment her 
, on ; if Potzdorff paid his tailor’s bill, or Muffinsteih bb6]|h[tj 

a^:^kc:e of black wax for his moustaches, it wms the talk of the ill® 
: d^; "/And so, of course, was my accident. In their sorrow 
Aim^jitune, Dorothea’s was quite forgotten, and those eighty 

me. I became interesting ; I had cards left at my door ;knd^ 
room for a fortnight, during wliich time I read evexy qirie:!^ 

■ tzebue’s plays. ' . 

J^e end of that period I was convalescent, though, still d;uU)^ 
called at old Speck’s house and apologized for my clumsirt^^ 

' most admirable coolness ; 1 appeared at court, and^^^statedf 

that I did not intend to dance any more ; and when klingexsl 
^^^-:i^inned, I told that young gentleman such a piece of my miM; 


K g a large sticking-plaster patch on his nose : 

f down the middle as you would split an 
word, what man could do to repair my defea,f,^d| 

me thing now of which I am ashamed— of 
lich I wotc Dteu./ must I own it bu^'^^g 
ar proven the e^nt of my love !) agajnst 
$;biand^k at 





... 



...... 

t^is 'iJ^ple itt a.fdirj4‘:^"V 
' ' A sivBx^ge caprice of Fortiine fick^? ' ''. 

I never thought at Pampeniickel 
To see a Speck t/^n th^ fioort ** 


La Perfide Albkn ; or, a Caution to Wdltzers, 

“ ‘ Come to the dance,* the Briton said, 
And forward D-r-lh-a led. 

Fair, fresh, and three-and-twenty ! 

Ah, girls, beware of Britons red ! 

What wonder that it inmed her head? 
Sat verbum sapienti.” 


** Reasons for not MajTying. 

** * The lovely Miss S. 

Will surely say “ ye.s,’* 

You’ve only to ask and try ; * 

‘ That subject we’ll quit,’ 

Says Georgy the wit, 

* Pve a much better Spec in my eye! * ” 


epigram especially was voted so killing that it dew Uk#>B^P 
I know for a fact that our Chargd-d’Affaires at Kalbisbj^ra 
^Mll^r^urier express with it to the Foreign Office in England, 

Qur amiable Foreign Secretary, Lord 
every fashionable circle : nay, 1 have reason to beli^^Mp 
the cheek of R-ydty itself. Now that Time 
m. ^nig of these epigrams, there can be no harm in 

^ough then to endeavour to hide under the 
|]^gs of humiliation : but my heart bleeds 
;^pi4d have ever brought a tear on the gepd^p^^ 

with this— with humiliating hCT'.'hjr;;;'^^^ 
^^ffi^hg';]^r)^cepted lover' across the nose^I ‘ 

^^^^jg^vei^;iknher,'and to falLin love.«dthj»pt^' ' ^ 
Sc^ippea^hlbppu:^^^^^^^^ 



Fitz-^spap^jsis’i 

Cross oi 



lived' in: the- seconit' flobr 


with his private income and his revenues 
;4|^^i!njf together to some 300/. per annum^ he iriairttaineS'ji^ll^^. 
'^Jti -^ very few other officers of the Grand*Ducal 
' The Baron is married to Maria Antoinetta, 
i^^iouse of Kartoffelstadt, branches of which have takb*^ 
Germany. He has no sons, and but one daughter, the 

fe*-- 


(i&The Chancellor is a worthy old gentleman, too fat dnd Whjs^p^ 
at the Privy Council, fond of his pipe, his ease, and hi^ riiMJ^'. 
:|^f$ lady is a very tall and pale Roman-nosed Countess, who 
g^tle as Mrs. Robert Roy, where, in the novel, she Is 
rJS^lie Nicol Jarvie into the lake, and who keeps the honest Chahi^^^. ; 
jl^'&e greatest order. The Friiulcin Ottilia had not arrived At 
^i^ten when the little affair between me and Dorothea was going*^'|'‘ 
^r^^ther had only just come in for the conclusion of it^ beiii^P^ 
''for the first time that year at the ball where I — where. 

:%ill my accident. v 

if thofe time when the Countess was young, it was not the 

■ r^ijlier country to educate the young ladies so highly as since 

been educated ; and provided they could waltz^ sew,'sbd M^S! 
they were thought to be decently bred ; being seldom caJjaS. 

the discharge of the honest dutieil'^f 
. was of the modern school 
bmsion at Strasburg speaking 
ences : an historian, a poet^--*^a1^^" 
i. What a difference there was^H^ 
Dorothea’s love of noveI-re^ing. 3 h$l 
)g of Ottilia ! 

m Strasburg (where she had 1 ^^^ 
oness, Countess Ottilia of 
r my humblest resjpects), 
le little court circle, and h^lSl^ 
had amused us all very 
md'*Ten souv|ens-tu/^|n^i^^^B 
i^ught her singing letter 
. whjch 
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4tU} bad a biHadc^d ll^maU ^igrimim de soczRe whii.h 
re^JjM4 acceptable member of it 

Blit Ottilia amved, poor Doll/s reputation ms crushed m 
a ipotttb* *nie former wrote poems both m French and CenrAan^ she 
piadptedl landscapes and poitraits in real oil , and she twanged otf 
a r^tilhg piece of Listz or Kalkbrenner m such a brilliant way, that 
X>nra scarcely dared to touch the instrument after her, or venture^ 
Ottilia had Inlled and gurgled through ‘‘Una voce,” or “Dl 
platoer” (Rossini was m fashicn then), to lift up her little modest pipe 
lh a ballad What was the use of the poor thing going to sit in the 
paik, where so many of the young ofhceis used ever to gather round 
her^ Whirr * Ottilia went by galloping on a chestnut mare with a 
gidpm after her, and presentl) all the young fellows who could buy Or 
hire horseflesh were princing in hei ti iin 

When they met, Ottilia would bounce towards her soul’s darling-, 
and put her hands round her wtist, md call her bv i thousand iffec- 
tionate names, and then talk of her as only ladies or authois can talk 
of one another How tendcil> she would hint at Dot ts little imper- 
fections of education ^ how clcveily she would insinuate that the poor 
girl had no wit * and, thank < lod, no moie she had The f ict is, that 
do what I will I see Im in love with her still and would be if she 
had fifty children , but my passion blinded me ///t;/, and every arrow 
that fieiy Ottilia discharged I m irked with savage joy Dolly, thank 
heaven, didn’t mind the wit much , she w is too simple foi that Bpt 
atiH the rerun ence ot it woild leive m her heail a vague, indefinite 
feeling of pain, an I somehow she began to understand that her empire 
was passing aw a}, and that her dear fiiend hated her like poison , and 
eo she married Khngenspohr I have written mjself almost mto 
fesjkmcihation with the silly fellow, foi the tiuth is, he has been a 


W0od, honest husband to hei, and she Ins children, and makes pud-» 
and is happy 

CHtiha was pole and delicate She woie her glistening black habr 
ijtl^ds, and dressed m vipouty v\hitc muslin She sang her 
wefrdo to her harp, and the> commonly insinuated that she was 
^ the world,— that he sufTeied some inexpressible and mysteM|||^ 
beillt^pangs, the lot of all hnei geniuses,- that though she lived,^U' 
in the world she was not of ]t,*^that she was of a ronstuim^m 
ce^dhney and might look for a premature interment She 
ibaft dn the spot where she should he the violets grew 
nver wont moaning by ; grey wiHow 
eN# mr pined to be at reatt 
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would say^ tummg to her ^pir^mise me^pioQ^iae mo to Uiy 

me m that spot when the parting hoot has cornel’^ At which 
Madame de Schlippenschlopp woold sbnek, and grasp her m her 
arms , and at which^ I confess, 1 would m>self blubber lihe a chdd. 
bhe had six darling friends at school, and every courier from Kalbs** 
brat<m earned off whole re^ms of her Icttei paper 

In Kalbsbruen, as m every other German town, there are a vast 
numbei of literary characters, of whom our youn^ friend quickly be- 
came the chief They set up a hteiary journal, which appeircd twice 
a week, upon light blue or ptimrose p'lpei, md which, m compliment 
to the lovely Ottili i s mitcin il name, w is calle i the Kafioffdnkt^aHi^^ 
Here are a couple of hei bilKds c\ti acted from the KfanSy and by for 
the most cheerful specimen ol her st>le tor m hei «:ongs* she ttevet^ 
would willingl) let oh the heiomes without i suuide or a consumj^ 
tion She nevei would he ir of such a thing as i h ipp/ matnage, and 
had an appetite foi giicf quite ninizing in so >oiin» i person As for 
her dying and dcsiiin^ to be buiied under the willow tiee, of which 
the first ballad is the subject, though I believed the storv then, I have 
at present some doubts about it toi, since the publication of my 
Memoirs, I ha\e be* n tin own much into the society of literal y persona 
(who idmtre my st> It hugclv), and egad » though some of them are 
dismal enough in then woil s, I find them in their peisons the least 
sentimental class that e\ei i t,entleinin fell in with 


nil \Miio\\ rivir 


"Know jellit willow tiu 
Whos** grtv Itms pu\er, 
VUhispenng gloomily 
To jon pale iivLi? 
l^idy, at oven tide 
Wandet not neii it 
They say its hi inches In It 
A sad, lost spirit * 


* 0pee to the willow tice 

A maid come fcaiful, 
Mmed her cheek to be, 
bhie eye te irful , 
she saw the tree, 
moved, fleeter 
as there— ah me 1 


* Quid 1 eil liei he lit (o beat 
I he fir ] dl •» ihinie 
loll fion the ch\pel t >wei 
Ihe tiysting time 
J 111 the le 1 sun went down 
In gol Un lame, 

And though she looked round, 
\ et no one camt » 

Piesentl> tame the night, 
Sidl> to gleet hei, — 

Moon in lici sihci light, 

Stars m their glitter 
Then sank the m ion away 
Under the billow, 

StiU wept the maid 
Thereby the willow 1 
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I B}«iiy(K over ixioor amd sticam 
ihe grey dawQi, 

Grey, ndth dbhevehed hair, 

Still stands the wiUoMir there — 

The MAit> IS GOisU I 

** Domiiu^ Demtnc * 

SiH^m a /liatrv , — 

Sifi^ for poor mmit n hearts bmken *f>U 

7uat i , 

Domine^ Domint ' 

I Sin^ 7t/t a hfatt } , 

I IVatl 70 and 7 tp7t.ta Toild Mi 

One of the chief beauties of this ballad (for the trauslation of which I 
received some well merited compliments) is the delicitc way in which 
^e suicide of the poor young woman undei the willow -tree is hinted 
at ; for that she threw herself into the water and became one among 
the lilies of the stream, is as clear as a pikestaff. Her suicide is com- 
mitted some time in the darkness, when the slow hours move on 
tolling and tolling, and is hinted at diikly as befits the time and tho 
deed. 

ButthatunromantJcbiute,Van Cutsem,thc Dutch Chargd-d’Afiaires, 
sent to the Kaitoffdnhans of the week after a conclusion of the 
which shows what a poor cieatuie he must be II is pretext fo> 
tt was, he said, because he could not bear such melancholy 
to poems and young women, and tliercfoic he submitted the 
.Rowing lines — 


fl diukne$% 

#ream ro&fiig:, 
hotitr went on 
I sad t<d}ing. 

*hoog was the datkne&s, 

^ jLonely and sully , 

' jShviU came the night wind, 
I^ercmg and dully 


$hnll blew thi. miiming bicezc, 
Bitmg and cold, 
llleak peers the gicy dawn 
Ovci the wold 


♦*XODg by the willow lius 
Vainly they sought her, 
tt^iid rang the mother’s scrcim'^ 
^ O'er the gre} water 
' 'Where xs my lovely one ? 
Where IS xny daughter ^ 


H. 


Sir Constable 
«e and look ; 
biiilg your net, 
O^i^atitiaok your hook. 
i;tetheiUy-beds, 



ni. 

“ Viinly the const ible 

Shouted and called her \ 
\ unly the fisherman 
Beat the gieen alder ; 
Vainly he flung the net, 
Never it hauled her 1 


I IV. 

Mother, beside the , 
hat, her nightcap ms ^ 
Fatlier, in caif^<ha}r| 
Qioointiynappiiy]| , 
Whenatdtf 1 
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V 

And a peAt countenance 
Lpo^ced thfough the oa^ment 
Loud httki Ihc mother s heai^ 
Siipk with mizement y 
AAd at the \x‘iion, vhich 
Came to sut| nse her, 
Shrieked m an nij mi> — 

‘Loi’ * it s I hzir ’ 

\i 

** Yes ’twis 1 lizabtth— 

Yts, 'twis intu j,irl , 

Pale was hci chtcl , \nd hti 
'* H m out of turl 
•Mothu *lu 1 vm^oiic, 
Blushiuc:, e\( hiuK d 
• Let not ) ( ui ti n cent 
Liz^y bt I hm d 

VII 

♦Ycsterdij 1.0111,; ti aunt 
Jouts S to it 1, 

Mothci, deal niollui I 
th i r/\f 


And a<«tHe waa eokl« 

And the ^ay 
Mirs^ Jonea k^t me A 
Bn,ak&bt and 4leq[k * 1 

vxu 

“ Whether lui Pa and Ma 
1 ully Ik hived hti, 

I hat vitL shall nevei know : 

st-in tht> H Luved her } 

An 1 for the work of that 
( lucl, thau;h short, oaghtj 
Sent her to b d without 
lea foi 1 f utnight 

'll IR VI 

‘ //i} dttil hilhty, 

( if inith iiidUhy 
Ml in (J J Hyjiiidy taU 
h h ' 

I m I mi i 4 
A ; / m/if y n mlfy 
Ini i n f i umltr to teii^ik0 
i } f \ 


Some people hushed at this paroch and even preftned it to the 
Onghtal , but for myself 1 hue no patience with the individual who 
can turn the finest sentiments of oui natuic into iidicule; and tna3c|^ 
etrgiy thing sacred a subject of scorn I he next ballad is lest> gloomy 
th^ that of the ^*Thp Willow -Tree,' and in it the lovely writer 
pth^es her longing for what has chaimed us all, and, ai> it wcie, squeOted 
jtho whole spirit of the fairy tale into a few stanzas — 


' FAIRY DA\ S 

Beside the old hall fire - upon mj nursie s 1 nte, 

Of happ> fairy dajs what tales weie told to me » 

I ttiougbt the world was once all peopled with piinccsses, 

my heart would beat to hear - their loves ard then dibtieseea ): 

a quu^t mght, -in slumber sweet and deep, 
pieui people-— would \u»it me m sleep 

<1^^ in my dreams-^come 5ying east and west, 





' i; 


!^^.Jito^a»ly toigtai-ai'S 

^,,^ fe^be has grown to be— the fairest of the land, ^'. 

pj&d rides the forest green— a hawk upon her hand. 

■^r^h ambling palfrey white — a golden robe and cmwn ; 

's^I*ve seen her in my dreams — riding up and down ; 

1 And heard the ogre laugli- -as she fell into his snare, 

, At the little tender creature ~*-wlio wept and tore her hair t 

*'But ever when it seemed — her need w'as at the sorest 
y A prince in shining mail— comes prancing through the forest. 

A waving ostrich-plume -a buckler burnished bright ; 

; i*ye seen him in my dreams -good sooth ! a gallant knight. 

Jlis lips arc coral red— beneath a dark moustache ; 

how he waves his hand— and how his blue eyes flash ! 

. 

’ \ ^me forth, thou Va}!!!!!! knight ! * he shouts in accents dear* 
xTfee giant and the maid — both tremble his voice to hear, 
f^ahit Mary guard him well J -he draws his falchion keen, 

^.The giant ami ihe knight -are fighting on the green. 

;i.§ee them in my dreams— his blade gives stroke on stroke, 
’.'foe giant pants and reels— and tumbles like an oak ! 


^JiV.Jth what a Mushing grace -he falls upon his knee 
A^td takes the lady’s hand— and whimpers, * You arc free !* 

'^'Ah I happy childish tales —of knight and faerie ! 

^';l;Wal«cu fiom my dreams— but there’s ne’er a knight for me ; 
^■T/waken from my dreams— and wish that I could Ije 
child by the old hall -fire — upon my nurse’s kneft.’* 

, .Ottilia looked like a fairy herself : pale^ small, slim, aiad^ 
bid Dtot. see her face, as it were, for her eyes, wKich,^^ 
sa tender, and shone so that they would have < 
ch more a poor goose of a Fitz-Boodle. In the thea^ 
i opposite side of the house, those big eyes 
l^t pretending to listen to the “2^auberfi6te/^|3tf '^ 
and at the tender passages^ esp 
a winning, weeping, imploring look “ 
d doidd not bear. 

jfoaVhow I became a poet:fiyr‘,4ie:;d^ig5fJ 
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. .n verses ho. I 
md with ciiittl^W^r 

I tell j$p«>^ « ate^gidi^-jMue^ )! IicShhImii^PI^ 
oC tM dttpiMM pnvdege i»hidi h^ oa duese 4 
dilyer? 

AfqTKHder tiiio has spent a .inter m Gennany pferfaajis 11^0^(41^. 
A party of a score or more of sledges is form^, 

to totttd pleasure*house that has been previously fixed upon^n^Mltt^ 
att4 collation are prepared, and where each man, as Us ptutto 
descends, has the delicious pnvil^ of salutmg her. O heaveiiS*si|fjlt| 
earfb < I may grow to be a thousand years old, but I can never defillt 
eWt gg^dure of tha* salute. * * 

keen air has given me an appetite ” said the dear 
sitne enieted the suppct-room , and to s\y the tnith, fairy as 
she ;tftade a remark ibl> good meal- consuming a couple basing df 
whi(6$oup, sever il kiAds of Germ in sausages, some Westphalb. tuKNl^ 
sdnid white puddings, an anchovy s did made with rornichoda 
onfo|t$i sweets innumeiable, and a considerable quantity of oH 
wein ahd rum punch aftei wards Then she got up and danottd 
as a iair> , in which operation 1 of course did not follow hdr 3 ihttt 
had th^ honour, at the close of the evening’s amusement, once mckreich 
hzttk W by my side m the sledge as wc swept m the moonlight 
the tteow. ^ ^ 

j Kalbsbraten is a very hospit lole pi ice as far as tca-part«sa ale 
eoncemed, but I nc\ci was m one wheie dinners were so scarce At 
tbo ]^lace they ocruued twice or tlmre in i month , but on thesi^ 
oceakons spinsters were not invited, an 1 1 seldom hadtheopporttttdtjy 
Hf Aiemg «ny Ottilia except at evenmg paities 
^ Hot we these, if the truth must be told, veiy much to my iaibli* 
I have forsworn, whist is too severe a study for me^ and I do 
«{J to play dcartd with old ladies, who aie sure to cheat you 
f evenings play 

|3l!^to have an occasional glance at Ottilia was enough i att^ 
many a napoleon did I lose to her mamma, Madai^do 
' li(|||[K:hlop for the blest privilege of looking at her dai0W 
tea^^ty X went to, Riveting into cold clothes ai^ 
is my abomination) m order to have one little toohM 



there were generally mfteshmenfO ot « 
^ ^ ^pectt&di and eomeedie^ 4|Mgfeeal^ 
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r ^?^ich I iaave 


]%■'. i"-j iK , 


^^^>:ri4-khicknacks. I know 

nothing, they have had roast-mutton with 
laugh at their pretensions to starvation. ,.^ ';rr'J:'C ^, ' 
^^OT.'a woman who eats a grain of rice, like Amina in 

1^/ is absurd and unnatural ; but there is a «’, ^n IM ', 


‘ ^ morning, th^im 

familiar odour of those oniony sandwiches ; if in 

*>een just removed, and I was choked by 'i^KH 
...|^irfs«Sences of roast-meat Tea w'e have spoken of. S'howS^f 
***^" *'* people present ; then came ' 

^Jt^rlhe sandwiches again, and the egg-flip and the horriit^^^i^,, 

ever— paler if possible than ever ' 

began to grow red / ' ' , 

iSiVff/ how I used to watch and watch it ! Some 
^^m^,some days had more of the vermilion— I could 

that after a heavy night’s supper it was more swoUei ’ ’ 
»^More. 

^yfa ^Uect one night when we were playing a round 
^^^Ing at her nose very eagerly and sadly for some 
HgyU ff^^'brought up the conversation about eating, sinaf-dS 
^ y M^'llkd five meals a day. ' 

it!” says I, flinging down the 
^5|,^ .and rushing like a madman out of the ro<Hii;!T 
"'*^**‘’ '‘TCstled with my passion.. 'J 
“a wpinan who eats meat twentyrti^li^M 
^M^«;,{>^ast and tea? Marry a wreophagufeM 
.^way !■” I strove and 8lro.v^ ' 

.yith-my love-^bnt it 

tar W', 
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'^^ITZ.mODiBS PR0FESS10§^ 

appeals to the unemployed VOUHoM^'S^^ 

Of THE NOBILITY. 




Ov.*' . 


'Wi 


FIRST PROFESSION. 



■ , 'T*. 

he fair and honest propositi 
in which I offered to coihiju^j£ 
cate privately with parentt.^, 
guardian^ relative tb'.'iw^ 
and lucrative professk^ 

I had discovered, 

from the publisher, diciliai^' 

one single inquiry " 






■)■ .. 




- - - <! i ■■'■/%'fa 









hT2'Z*liOqDL£.\ 






to-the IcgaU^-^i^kralxwihkeii 
tcu years 4 cliaracter; ife .tli^ 
legation : he sent over the most diffuse ti:'ansration^^ df'J 
ipa|Xira for the use of the Foreign Secretary : he signed '{>1 
.most astonishing ardour; he exiled himself for ten 
■ivrcLched German town, dancing attendance at court-balls^' aSld.' 
no *ind of money fur uniforms. And for what? At the end of ,t] 
years — during which period of labour he never received ^ 
shilling from the Government which employed him (rascoHy's^'^ 
tiirift of a Government, va/}y—ho was offered the paid a/iacMsh^^i^^ 
the court of 11. M. the King of ?he Mosquito Island.s, and refused ■ 
appointment a week before tlic Whig Ministry retired. Then/hO 
that there was no further chance for him, and incontinenily quitted,^' 
ilvc dijdomatic service for ever, and 1 liavc no doubt will sell hfe 
uniform a baigain. The Ciovcrnmcnt had /lim a bargain certai^y*; 
noc is he by any means the first person who has been sold at that 

Well, my wonhy friend met me in the street anti infolded inr^of 
facts with a smiling countenance, — which I thought a 
of diplomacy. Fortune had been belabouring and kic^il^g 
|?;ten whole years, and here he was grinning in my' 
jTon'sicur de Talleyrand have acted better? “ I have givto 
Jr,” said Protocol, quite simply and good-humouredly, 

I me, my good fellow, it*s a \cry slow profession ; sure’| ^ 
But though I gained no actual pecuniary remuncS^^f^ 

‘ I have learned all the languages in Europe, 

^le to me in my new profession— the mercantile 
looked out for a post I found one.” 
at ! and a good pay? ” said I. / 


y,;|io ; that’s absurd, you know. No young nicn, suajig 
paid much to speak of. Besides, 1 don’t look to: 
.Some day, when thoroughly acquainted with 
it iu about seven years), 1 shall go into a good 
and become junior partner.” 

^S^hile?” . _ 

conduct the foreign corr^ponden^ o?. tllMS;! 
ibd; J^b^son ;',^d v^y heavy 
;& evety^^^,' deceit ''foreign 'post daWaiftd;'' 






















|^^^^9^it|esr vtfiU’ be ene <kV' ^llo^A;'^'fmJm^^ 

- four balls an jheir^ coroti^ an]d carrjag^j^^d 
of their shops. \ 

nobles come peoplewards as the people^ bn the 
p^^-riiSe and mingle with the nobles- Witli the /4’M of;.cbr' 
k^^gi^dle, in whose veins flows the blood of a thousand 
nothing to do; but, watching the progress of the 

to deny that the good old days of our race are 
We want money still as much as ever we did ; hut we. 
from our castles wdth horse and sword and way^f 
^^i^dnts— no, no, confounded new policemen and the assize?^^ 
jpl^^t-that. Younger brothers cannot be pages to noble 

they were, serving gentle dames without disgrace, handi^^' ^ 
•rlblji^ii^'tose-water to wash, or holding his stimip as he mount^ |i)| 
'^^^r'yA page, forsooth ! A pretty figure would George Fit«-^| 
other man of fashion cut, in a jacket covered with sug^^ 
?%^bhS|>aAd handing in penny-post notes on a silver 
Jjli^^h'&vc robbed us of f/tat trade among others : nor, I confb&i^ 
fsAftSi grudge them their trouvaille. Neither can we collect. 
scores of free lances, like honest Hugh Calverly in thf 
time, or brave Harry Butler of Wallenstein^s dragoon 
^this or that prince, Peter the Cruel or Henry of Tmi 
j^vu$ or the Emperor, at our leisure ; or, in default 
rob on our own gallant account, as the good geO 
l^' ^Alas! no. In South America or Texas, perhaips^]^ 

|ifc[; haye a chance that way ; but in the ancient world'jfe 
Except in the king’s service (and a mighty bad service'll 
|5^ lowest European sovereign, were it Baldome^o 
^'\y6uld think nothing of seizing the best-born 


P 


ffll^w sworc^ and shoodng him down like the vul^Osfc 
is to be done? We must dtscQvet'i|s^ 
‘ ' of -be^ceable and coinmercial ,ente?^pi3sfe. ' 

'■’"ai'age. ^ I say, then, that' tte 
ia^cep^ bya'sdon oi 




/T 'k s- 

i 
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of social Of it |»oGto PAiig 

hi*> vi\t, h)s» cIo<}uf>nl:io> hwpkMl imA brf esKjpotuMM^-if 
deliiphifiUly tuto li h mu him tXe ter> iivtiom 
higher qoditie^ of a man fkshton find no room fbi^ 
di^egding John Jorrocks m <m action of trespass, for cutting datu^ 
sil0. hi Sam Snooks $ field, ivhat }io\\en» of mind do yott rs<|uijtg^^ 
pdnrears of mind, that is, tvhich Mr Scijeint Snortci, a butcher\i40fl& 
'ivith A gteu loud voice, i su ir at Cimbnd^e, a wiangler, ayrt wffi 
forth, does not possess as well ns >ouisclf> Snoitei has nevei }i(ji 
d^K^ent SOciet> m his life He thinks the bai mess the most faidiiotlhjbk 
UjKseihblage m I urou3, ind the jokes oi '^giand diy ' the ftifilAS 1^4^ 
wit Snortfe uvts ntir KussJl Squnic, eits beef and YorkshJmK' 
pod<hng, IS n judj^e of poit \Mne is in ill s >< i d resp cts your infettolt 
Well, It IS ten to one but in the < isc oi Sntok» // Jorrocks, befbrg; 
tti0ntioned, he >m 11 be i better id\ocilc thnn >ou he knows thela^ 
df the case entirel>, ind better piob-ibh ihin >ou He can speak 
limgf, loud, to the point, 41 'iimn itic illy moie grammatic illy than 
^ ptf no doubt, will condescend to do In the c isc of Snooks w* 
4nWks he is all thu cm l^e dcsiied. And so about dry dibpulea> 
dBtdqi^ing real property, he knows the Inv , md, beyond this, ba*i no 
need to be a gentleman than my bod> sen ant h 1$ who, by thd 
fipm const int intercom se with tin be t siuetv, if almost g 
ghntjeman But this is ipail from the qt c ^lon 

Now, in the ma^tei of cUictionccrn; ihi, I apprehend, isnottho 
oah^and I asseit thit 1 hi^h bicd enthmm with good powers of 
* ] and speech, must m such i pi of S'.ion, ni ike a foitune I dp 
i all iuctionecnng marci » I do not mean that such g 
, should be called iq on to sell the g )od will of a public hoiis^ 
about the value of the bccr-birfLls, or bars with pewtef 
' the beauty of i ti ide doing a stioke of so many hog^ads 
I do not ask a gentlem n to go dow n and sell pigs, ploughl^ 
KdSart-horses, at Stoke Pogi> , 01 t enlaige it the Auction-Kooms,. 
g, upon the beauty of the " Li\cly Silh ” schooner These 
Of commerce or use can be bcliei appreciated by pet sons m 
f tank of life to bis 

^^ere are a thousand cases in which i gent! 'man only qi|t 
) tho sale of objects which the necessity or convenience 0 ^^%^ 
1v6rl0 may require to change hands All articles ppp ^ " 
f^taste should be put under his charge PictoreSy^hd!^ 
leeea and judged the best galleries of Curoi^'l 
taaachmm^npiartxmtaanoti f'iSfr^mikyeSti 




■' ^ ■'■ 'V '^■■' -^^'' '■ ' - li ?^TTr^ #'^45 7 . !•■ '-' M v^^-^.‘'«5T» 

,' ■ ^ .r / * ' '■■ '' ^“4';^/ i- ' * *' ‘ ;4 “ VWjif • m<T ^ I ■> 'i » Vi 1M M ^ ^ 





^Sf£c^id'n,9t--be' hurt:b;y' 'jo^^ 
t^e resi^^of tlv& c<;mpanf) i^ thetiM^ne^ 

^Is tnore disgusting than the familiarity of a^ishob,? 
‘A^oalhsbme than the swaggering quackery of some pres<?ntli6{g^| 
|| 9 ‘ hammer? There was a late sale, for instance, which 
ii^^Wse in the world (I mean the late Lord Gimcrack’s, a,t. 

Ah 1 what an opportunity was lost there ! I decl^e.sql^lDj^^' 
i|T' believe, but for the absurd quackery and bra^aSodef '^^""" 
trei^isemeOts, much more money would have been bid ; peoj^e 
j^^ajvay by the vulgar trumpeting of the auctioneer, and x^jt^ 

“ thinking the things were worthless that were so' oiite 

l^Oy say that sort of Bartholomew-fair advocacy (in whi^^ 
^^^Invited to an entertainment by the medium of a hoarse 
’^li^eater, twenty-four drums, and a jack-pudding turning*!'&: 
is al>solutely necessary to excite the public attention! 

I say that the refined individual so accosted is mot^ jK 
^'{his eaw, and, shuddering, run away from the bopt^ 

‘^ce^ Waddlcpoodle ! to think that thy gentle accumfflal|$M? 
should have passed away in such a manner ! by 
who, brings down a butterfly with a blunderbuss, and 
^i^ihead through a speaking-trumpet ! Why, the aucti 
S^fel.'was enough to crack the Sevres porcelain and blow tfitO 
Let it be remembered that I speak of the g 
character merely, meaning to insinuate nothing 
by stating that Lord Brougham speaks witli;!flf. 
or that the voice of Mr. Sheil is sometimes '^W 

3 W the character I have formed to myself of a great ati 
^||„f^ttcy Wm a man of first-rate and itreprdachabj^ 
j fancy his person so agreeable that it^ ^ 
jEi'j^hoid.and tailors to dress it. As h 
wsfy best society, which wjU flock 

pttWic calling. It " 
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. . ji^igi^al;^^ti7jmpery 

, _ $; counterfeit for real old . Me'tthlin > dO)(ine' toi^irnQnL 

jj^Tf^dx^ ddicat^ JD^sflca'diW; 

quit you with scorn, or order his servant to show yhu the 
4 his study. 

y, by the way, — no, " study " is a vulgar word ; every 
which a man uses to give the world an exaggerated ^ 
jl^elf^or his condition. When the wretched bagman, 

^■give evidence before Judge Coltman, was asked what'hiS; 

spited that 'Mie represented the house of Dobson and 
^^^hqwed himself to be a vulgar, mean-soiiled wretch, and 
j^rc^ctly reprimanded by his lordship. To be a bagman . 

not of necessity vulgar. Pomposity is vulgar, tb; 

: than your own is vulgar, for an ensign of militia tjci'xfa& 
plain is vulgar, or for a bagman to style himself the ' 

'i^tative ” of Dobson and Hobson. The honest auctioneer^ 
i^tcall his room his study ; but his '^private room,'^ or \ 

whatever may be the phrase ''oramonly used among auclioneeni. ' 

. He will not for the same reason call himself (as once in a ifebtttpn* 
feeling of pride and enthusiasm for the profession I thpu^^ihe 
sSj^ld) — he will not call himself an “ advocate,’^ but an nuctibneeij 
is no need to attempt to awe people by big titles ; let caCh tn^n 
IjSar hts own name without shame. And a very gentlemanli^;^d . 
I^efsable, though exceptional position (for it is clear that there 
ymore than two of the class,) may the auctioneer occupy. • . 

^;;He teust not sacrifice his honesty, then, either for his own i 
in any way, nor tell fibs about himself or them. 
called upon to draw the long bow in their behalf ; affti " 
pJSMges him to do— and let us hope his disposition will 
to take a favourable, kindly, philanthropic 
iCJ^y what can fairly be said by a good-natured and i 
article for which he is desirous to j 
And how readily and pleasantly may this dori 
for instance, to write an eulo^^m lipd^' ; 

'Shall be every word of it' true 
^oint^scontpnted spirits it 

;KiW; , dfscoVeti^l 
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An auctioneer should have the orgajgi of hnei^ination 

and comparison, consid^bte ; of 

sively large. . . ‘ 

And how happy might such a man be, and cause othem - 

He should go through the world laughing, merry, obscj^ant^ j^Md*. 
hearted. He should love everything in the world, because his^piow - 
fession regards everything. With books of lighter literature (fof ][ do’ < 
not recommend the genteel auctioneer to meddle with heavy iintl*! ' 
quartan and philological works) he should be elegantly conver^nt]^, . 
being able to give a neat history of the author, a pretty sparkling/kip£/' 
criticisirt of the work, and an appropriate eulogiurn upon, the bindhif/ * 
which would make those people read w^ho never read before ; or Siuy,. 
at least, which is his first consideration. Of pictures wc have alVead^' 
spoken. Of china, of jewellery, of gold-headed canes, valuable armsi‘ 
picturesque antiquities, with what eloquent cntrahiemmt might he 
not speak ! He feels every one. of these things in his heart. He has 
all the tastes of the fashionable world. Dr. Meyrick cannot be more 
enthusiastic about an old suit of armour than he ; Sir Ilarris Nicholas 
not more eloquent regarding the gallant times in which it was worn, 
and the brave histories connected with it. He takes up a pearl neck- 
lace with as much delight as any beauty wlio was sighing to wear it 
round her own snowy throat, and hugs a china monster with as much 
joy as the oldest duchess could do. Nor must he affect these things ; 
he must feci them. He is a glass in which all ilie tastes of fashion 
are reflected. He must be every one of the characters to whom he 
addresses himself— a genteel Goethe or Shakspeare, a fashionable 
world-spirit. 

How can a man be all this and not be a gentleman ; and not have 
, had an education in the midst of the best company — an insight into 
I tbemost delicate feelings, and wants, and usages ? The pulpit Oratory 
of such a man would be invaluable ; people would flock to listen to hint 
from far and near. He might out of a single teacup cause streaitfs of 
wprld-philosophy to flow, which would be drunk in by grateful thoii- 
eands; and draw out of an old pincushion points of wit, morals, ihdii 
e^l^erience, that would make a nation wise. 

IgjLpSfe round, examine THE annals of auctions^ as Mr. 

(with every respect for him and his brethren) ‘ 

^:]fhe pwfeiteion such a, man ? Do we^ant such a 

OT to make an imwme fortune ? • 

a of th^, very best . society^ ;^^ 

l^tfavouxtd’i^b^i 
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yoif #Wl4 jai^wer no. And 
tny^ ptetension to discover a 
■ ’iiksfe' i?hdt ? ; TMve laid iriy finger upon/the spot 
deficit exists 1 have shown that we labour under a 
l iHirhen the world wants, do we not know that- a man will step 
i; ^ the"' vacant space that Fate has left him ? Pass we now lo 
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SEC0A7J PROFESSION. 



• HIS profession, too, is a'*' 
lofty, and exceptional one>'iiL--^ 
discovered by me consiifcH^ 
these things, and deeply mus5^ 
upon the necessities of 
Nor let honourable gentlem^^ 
imagine that 1 am enabled 
offer them in this professioh^ ' 
more than any other, a promisei' 
of what is called future glory/ 
dealldess fame, and so forth. 
AH that I say is, that 1 Citn put 
) oiiiig men in the way of making 
a comfortable livelihood, and 
leaving behind them, not a 
name, but what is better, a de*'. 
' cent maintenance to their chUr 
dren. Fitz-Boodlc L> as good a aame as any in England. GeijerfiV 
Fitz-Boodle, who, in Marlboroug ib time, and in conjunction with 
famous Van Slaap, beat the French in the famous action of Visefc- 
vouchee, ner Mardyk, in Holland, on the 14th of February, 1709, 
promised an immortality upon his tomb in Westminster Abbey.; but 
/ b died of apoplexy, deucedly in debt, two years afterwards : and what 
’after that is the use of a name ? 

No, no; the age of chivalry is past. Take the tw'enty-four fitst 
come into the club, and ask who they are, And how they; 
money ? There’s Woolsey-Sackville : his fj^her was 
r, and sat on the woolsack, whence he loolc his title ; hirf' 
lier dealt in coal-sacks, and not in wool-sac^, — small 
^i^bbling out little supplies of black diamonds to the 
pes Frank Leveson, in a huge broad-brimniM hat, his 
to his elbows, , Leveson is asgentlemanl^ a fellow 
if he h^,a fault, is perhaps too finikin.; 

JSuth^nd U^\ly :i apr/^d^ ^ 





'^i^iot hiyissah; lOBmi^s i^ 
gr0#«>^nd grows/ 9 iid Jba$ 4k^ 

'. beds. Look at that venerable Sir Charlej^Kitdj^loi 
he is interested about the Ashantees, and most coine 
;ter Hall Kitely discounted bills in the City in th^cy^ 
^;^;and gained his baronetcy by a loan to the French princjbs^^ All 
^‘points of history are perfectly well known ; and do you ^cy die 
d cares? Psha ! Profession is no disgrace to a man ; be 
I'likCj provided you succeed. If Mr. Fauntleroy could come to 
million of money, you and I would dine with him ; you j^^^ 
odd.; for why should we be better than our neighbours ? 

J^f^' Put, then, out of your head the idea that this or that profession is 
of you : take any that may bring you profit, and thank h&n. 
you in the way of being rich. , y, 

profession I would urge (upon a person duly qualified to und|^ 
has, 1 confess, at the first glance, something ridiailous 
|[^ti$nd. will not appear to young ladies jo romantic as the calling of A 
. scddier, blazing with glory, gold lace, and vermilion coats ; 
delightful clergyman, with a sweet blue eye, and a pocket-hand^. 

scented charmingly with lavender-water. The profession f. 
to vfilif 1 own, be to young women disagreedlll^to sober nvc^' 
to great stupid moralists unworthy. ^ .:0 

mark my words for it, that in the religious wwld (1 have ondif' 
^:'tjrice, by mistake no doubty had the honour of dining in ^ senoiiafV 
and can vouch for the fact that the dinners there 
(It quality) — in the serious world, in the great mercanti£^ ^^^; 
the legal community (notorious feeders), in every 
^^(excepf^some half-dozen which can afford to dbwithoutsu^'d^f^- 
Vi^ian 1 prppose might speedily render himself indispensabloi.v^^ 

deader now begin to take? Have I hinted enpv^j^ 
t - he ^ay see with eagle glance the immense beaut^^^ 

I about to unfold to him ? We have all \ 
t ; Fregoso, on the Puerta del Sol (a relation fi 
is a good purveyor enough for.;t^"f 
ets; 0 ^ any fault to find’^^1^ 

had lately set up in the Toledo, 
with decent food. It has 
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'-^"^"fgrkiviththe 

, ^ lil^dV^ests 

ie To thi^ 1 answ^) Aat a o^'i^jfip ^ 

to understand the philosophy of dinner-giving^ s$oV& 

St evidence of a low mind. He is unjust towards ^at 
and delicate creature^ woman, to suppose that she he^ly 
ids and cares for what she cats and drinks. No : taken,&^a 
r^^'^omen have no real appetites. .They are children in thej^-' 
^duiing way ; loving sugar, sops, tarts, trifles, apricot-creamsj ait^ 
["gewgaws. They would take a sip of Malmsey, and would dii^k 
it-wine just as happily, if that accursed liquor were preseiit^^iO 
by the butler. Did you ever know a woman who could lay^ni^ 
hand upon her gentle heart and say on her conscience tha^. sl^e 
d^ sillery to sparkling champagne ? Such a phenomdx^ 
^ist. They are not made for eating and drinking ; or, if 
pretence to it, become downright odious. Nor can theyi 1; am 
tness the preparations of a really great repast without a c 
'Hiey grudge spending money (ask guards, ( 

I, whether this be not the case). They will give their ail, 1 
/jtlbem ! to serve a son, a grandson, or a dear relative, 1 
fnbt the heart to pay for small things magnificently. They^^ 
[3 ^ good dinners, and no wonder. I have shown in a 
le how they are jealous of smoking, and other personsd 
of the male. I say, then, that Lady Pogson or Mrs. 

Tnever • conduct her husband’s table properly. Fancy eithiS|iP 
^ consenting to allow a calf to be stewed down into gravy 
M a dozen hares to be sacrificed to a single pitrde of 
Madeira, to be used for a sauce, or half a do^ of cha^p 
lam in. They will be for bringing a bottle of Marsala 
old particular, or for having the ham cooked in water. ; 
!-^atters — of kitchen philosophy— I have no practical ort 
; and must beg pardon if, only understanding 
a dish when cooked, I may have unconsciously i 
rejgarding the preparation. * 

{hen, set down as an axiom, without futtl^ 
ftratibn, that a woman is a bad dinner-caterer ; eitl 
it^ pr too mean— I don't know which H,/ 
as .lhc^ admire or cbiftemn thIX " 
pwft^^y. In brief, the ment^,'^ 




^ a man. It cgji% 

^a^ dishes with the unive^ sauri.^^ Who does not fc® 
(Jamp dumpy cuir&c ? 

«»fe>sei onions, bad pL.Jn^* ' with tbo cbnip™ 

backing, for what I know but aT? 

Mfpmdy in the ice-coolers aid tht^H"" 

little smelts boiled ’h. t ^ •>«>» 

^l^aHtileofSfiSSeaT^"’ and sp 

find it. I thii? "S J T- 

^?«!»?any,’' cries Snorter knowinffi yo“ have ]^ 

,^>o« think of ‘he hock, and-ffi 

®ust shine, they must dine *** ’^°*'*'* fie very weH^ 

^-^^ceinthe;tyleoflletTnU^^^^ 

-JiJWt treat you exactly as those of v ® ’"'‘‘b five hhnit* 
;^.f;Moselle or hock, thLllal They 

pastrycook’s. fironght in the greed ti 

■ Ktj: 

^ that the foimer are hospitabfv somewhatiitti^. 
W.their power,-good honest^M '”*?’ ’”®h to do thd 

i^helpitPtheytoownolSef If they do wrong,® 

f now, is it not as clear a« a- ' 

| j;Ondon for a snperintend^rrf 
■^““"-master, as I have called him^iLL^^ gasttowf-'*^' 
^wduldbeanwt.opoiitaJ^S?“Jf^™^^ Amanofi 
|?¥ «*pectable sort^^pu ,•„ v* ^"“'I'^sof thonsr^^ 
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9 d aaino diitmbtth^ observant ma^ of the world has remarked that 
JEhigiishmAn of the respectable class iSji of all others, the 
^and trotklmg to a lord $ that there is no dy-blown peer 
Is pleased to have him at his table, proud beyond tneasure to 
by his surname (without the lordly prefix) ; and that those 
tshom he does not know, he yet (the fiecborn Englishman) tehes 
to have their pedigrees and ages by heart fiom his world-bible, 
tite ^ Peerage " as this is an indisputable fact, and as it is m this 
perticttlar class of Bnlons that our agent must look to find clients, 1 
need not say it is necf ssar} that the agent should be as high-bom as 
possible, and that he should be able to tack, if possible, an honourable 
or some other handle to his lespeclabk name. He must have it on 
his professional caid— 


'SHit f 0iuninibU Ctorjjt (gobUttoit, 


Jjtuion Chamhoi^ Pall Mall 



^ir darbtr CnunUg (Eitmlis, 


Amphitry omc Cottncil Office, Sivallazkt Street. 


or» In some such neat ^\ay, Gothic letters on a large handsome croebefy* 
card, with possibl) a gilt coat of*anns and supporters, or 
iHoOd-red hand of baronetcy duly displa>ed Depend on it ^cn^ of 
(g(iheas wdl fidl m it, and that Gobbleton’s supporters will suppolihllib 
i^^nofortebly enough. 

For this profession is not like that of the auctioneer, which { late 


Iti be a far more noble one, because moie vaned and more 1 
blit in the Agency case, a little humbug at least ts necessary^ 
eijumot be a successful agent by the mere force of his simple 
|{eEiiwi> in eating and drinking. He must of necessity impose uj 
vulgar to a certain degree. He must be of that rank which 
ttyW naturally to respect him, otherwise they might be led ftp. 
jj^jptofession ; but let a noble exercise it, and bless vom* 
Guide*’ is dumb« ^ 

gtvetmtinamanly andsoeilerJ^^ 




BEE 




^It*' 


'■:V'',\ 






that "M/(>r is at home." Pcifson will then 
furnished with massive book-cases, contahiu^'^ 


mm 


sia^ '' 


^feciyand mnes (tihe titles of them) in all the Sh 
in the worlds Any books, of course will do, as 
^nd^mdy boimd, and keep them under plate^gtaa^^ 
w^ .be litie sample^)^t|es of wines, a few. 

’^wfeeny or^tf^-::^f 
On 




-'t '■ 
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l|rWey|?^yer mind wha 
^ a^^gure o 

r a mezik of t^ipiforUj^. ba^ tjlib $^re t< 

^decidedly Prendiided air. The walls will Qf!a riql 
round with neat gilt frames, containing plans mnui 
;; great dinners, those of Cambacdr^s, Napoleon, Louis XtV*. 
nil., Heliogabalus if you like, each signed by the resj^if^tiyc 

' - ■ ^y-' ' 

^perthe stranger has looked about him at these things, w^t£^e 
b' not understand in the least, especially the truffles, whk^:%ok 
Kdirty potatoes, you will make your appearance, dressed in^iadhrk 
widi one handsome enormous gold chain, and one hjilge 
ring ; a gold snuff-box, of course, which you will thrust Jhtb 
t'irii^tor’s paw before saying a word. You will be yourself a pOJftly 
man, with your head a little bald and grey. In fact, in thii^ aa in 
professions, you had best try to look as like Canning as yO^c^n. 
hen Pogson has done sneezing with the snuff, you will say tb hiha, 
e a fautcuiL I have the honour of addressing Sir Ben^l^ip'' 
h, 1 believe And then you will explain to him your sy^j^^^^ 
LIS, of course, must vary with every person you address,, 

I lay down a few of the heads of a plan which may be usefuj^ 'hf . 
I be modified infinitely, or may be cast aside altogether, juft ^ 


[^stances dictate. After all / am not going to turn gasti:<m6|rijc.' 
tit, and speak only for the benefit perhaps of the very person .!^ 

: tWs 

)PSIS OF THE GASTRONOMIC AGENCY OF THE HONOXljRiM^.V 
GEORGE GOBBLETON. . , 

.'V/ 

^'^mstronomic Agent having traversed Europe, and 
. society of the world, has been led naturally, as a ] 
i^;thought6 homeward, and cannot but deplore the lame 
. regarding gastronomy displayed in a country 
i done almost everything. 

ever singularly thus. Inherent ignorance' 1 
Agent, in his Continental travel^ 

^llm.cpuntries most fertile in themselves , w^ 
those more barren. The Itaiiahs 
leave 

l-whit ricl^s‘■delwa^<ithg:>W^ 
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(if The Agent may bejpeamjted fhe gjkjrioits gastro- 

nomic crops 4 o ive sacrffioej albwing our gpcoKlQy meats aa4 to 
lie Mow i ^Chance/ it is said by fm ingenious historiaUj^ wlm, %ting 
been long a secretary in the East India House» must cettain^haviS 
had access to the best information upon Eastern matters-^^ Chaise/ it 
IS said by Mr. Chaiies Lamb, * which burnt down a Chinaman’s h^Use^ 
with a litter of sucking-pigs that were unable to escape from 
intenor, discovered to the world die excellence of roast-pig«' Gvfl^ 
powder, we know, was invented by a similar fortuity." [The tea^ 
will observe that my style in the supposed character of a Gastronomic 
Agent is purposely pompous and loud] So, ’tis said, was printing^ 
— eo glass. — We should have dnmk our wine poisoned with the 
villanous odour of the borracha, had not some Eastern merchants^ 
lighting their hres in the Desert, maiked the strange composition 
which now gbtters on our sideboards, and holds the costly pri^uce Of 
our vines. 

<‘We have spoken of the natural riches of a countiy. Let the 
reader think but for one moment of the gastronomic wealth of Cuf 
country of England, and he will be lost m thankful amazement as lie 
watches the astonishing nches poured out upon us fiom Nature’s boun- 
teous cornucopia ^ Look at oui fisheries ><— the trout and salmon 
tossing m our brawling streams ; the white and full-breasted turbOt 
struggling in the manner’s net ; the purple lobster lured by hopes of 
greed into his basket-pnson, which he quits only for the red ordeal of , 
fbe pot. Look at whitebait, great heavens look at whitebait, andil 
thousand frisking, glittering, silvery things besides, which the nympbjk 
our native streams bear kindly to the deities of our kitchens-'^our 
such as they are. 

. ^And though it may be said that other countnes produce the 
kUo-backed salmon and tlie dark broad-shouldered turbot ; though 
fut frequent many a stream besides those of England, and lobstesrs 
spmwl on other sands than ours ; yet, let it be remembered, that out 
tuklyo QOuntry possesses these altogether, while other lands only know 
separately ; that, above all, whitebait is peculiarly our country^ 
om! Blessings and eternal praises be on it, and^of 
brOTO bread and butter 1 And the Briton should (urther 
,With\ honest pride and thankfulness, the situation of hie 
: London : the lordly turtle floats from the sea into tho 
4 from the stream to the dty ; the rapid fleets of aO^^ 
rendezvous m the docks of our silvery piames ^ 
ifta coasts and provincial cities, east and west, isbbi^ 
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“ I. He is of pne-of t^e 

turiesi In/^etei^' irfHcmy V^ ^ 

Roger de ^ ^ ^ cciitief 

reign^or ^IMsh invmUd ]^ « was the first who discovered the 
of roastiii^ a peacock whole, with his tail-feathers displayed ; 
dish was served to the two kings at Rouen. Sir Walter 
Eliza^th's reign, produced before her Majesty, when at i 
Castle, mackerel with the fmonsgoosederfy sattce^ &c. . 

" 2. He has, through life, devoted himself to no other study i 
that' of the table: and has visited to that end the courts df 
moniuchs of Europe : taking the receipts of the cooks, with M 
lives on terms of intimate friendship, often at enormous expense^j^ 



^3. He has the same acquaintance with all the vintages 
Continent; having passed the autumn of 1811 (the comet year) OQ*" 
.♦he great Weinberg of Johannisberg; being employed similarly 
( Wdeaux, in 1834; at Oporto, in 1820; and at Xeres de la Frohter^ 
'^Vith. Ws excellent friends. Duff, Gordon and Co., the year after. . 
traVj^led to India and back in company with fourteen pipes oif Madeii^- 
(oni^Jjo^ of the * Samuel Snob’ East Indiaman, Captain Scnttler)] * 
andTipwt the vintage season in the island, with unlimited powers 
obsjmtion granted to him by the great houses there. C 

f«4,. He has attended Mr. Groves of Charing Cross, and 
Gi)^t of Bond Street, in a course of purchases of fish and meat ; 
i|^fe at a glance to recognize the age of mutton, the primenesa fit 
firmness and freshness of fish of all kinds. 

^^^He has visited the parks, the grouse-manors, and the prindp^ 
,^pf England, in a similar professional point^of view.” 

' \'r- 

Agent then, through bis subordinates, engages to providt^, 
,i^ who are about to give dinner-parties— 

With cooks to dress the dinners ; a list of which gendem^ 
and will recommend none who are not worthy 
_„,.ience. ; 

a ntenu for tf^ table, according to the price whi^ 1 
;<hooses to metif. 

thl^ttg^ cmtespondenceS: with the variousi^i 
' ' 4de with^’idsmds, frui^ wine, f*- 
has ^ regite cone^jL^^ 
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its vicinity, by 7 / to'. until 8 

o’clock : and Tbe Agent, on<« ^ 

will NOT go .tb^^^^ce,'wbereit is uttea^ 

good dibh^!^ •, ■' 

', y- “I'D TRADESMEN. ' " 

« Every Monday evening during the season the Gastronwnie;'^ 
proposes to ipve a series of trial-dinners, to which the prindj^ ( 
mands.df the metropolis, and a few of The Agent’s most respect 
clients, will be invited. Covers will be laid for ien at nine o'clock,! 
cisely. And as The Agent does not propose to exact a single shil 
of profit Irom their bills, and as his recommendation will be of i 
value to them, the tradesmen he employs will furnish the week_ 
dinner gratis. Cooks will attend (who have acknowledged charact^^Ti^ 
upon; ^ same terms. To save trouble, a book will be kept wh<^^. 
btitchds, poulterers, fishmongers, &c. may inscribe their names’ll 
orderi' t?iing it by turns to supply the trial-table. Wine-mcrchatt ^^<5 
will niSiturally compete every week promiscuously, sending what 
^ ^coni^i|w their best samples, and leaving with the hall-porter ticketed 
the , prices. Confectionery to be done out of the house. Fniiteretsfc! 
m^et-men, as butchers and poulterers. The Agent’s maUre'-(FM^f \ 
wUi'giV'e a receipt to each individual for the articles he produces; 
let all remember that The Agent is a vefy hm judge^ and woe 1 
A)vho serve him or his clients ill ! 

“George Gormand GoBBLETOtfe^iS 



\ GardUiiSj June 10, 1842,” 

i::! have sketched out the heads of such an address as I 
nomic agent might put forth ; and appeal pretty 
^ ki the British public regarding its merits and my own discQt^* J 
fe ?K>t a profession— a new one— a feasible one— a lucrafiv^jj. 
know what is. Say that a man attends but 
1^' ^dally, that is seventy-five guineas, or five hundred and ^ 
^ Ireeldy, or fourteen thousand three hundred pounds . C 
" aths : and how many of our younger sons have 
Let, then, some unemployed gentleman with 
ficatidns come forward. Itwiu not be necessioy.r 
^ done all that is stated in the prorpectus; 
y has/.' there can’t bp much harm in an | 
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ji^tion,. and will 

Srd'an n^ieriefi^whidt'nb 

^ . .fWVe; and as, moreover, hie win be in hoi^iitiiable man, 
upon his client in any way, or demaa^ng sixpence 
, bis just fee, the world will g^n vastly by the coining forward 
^’dmrh a person,— pin in good dinners, and absolutely save money : 
is five guineas for a dinner of sixteen? The sum may be 
by a cook-wench, or by one of those abominable before-named 
;;]^trycooks with their green trays. 

J?, ;If any man take up the business, he will invite me, of couit^, to 
%^e"hIonday dinners. Or does ingratitude go so far as that a^^'man 
.'’d^ould forget the author of his good fortune? I believe it does. ■ Turn 
from the sickening theme ! 

- 1 ' 

SrS 

>--^‘ 'Ahd now, having concluded my professions, how shall I express 
obligations to the discriminating press of this country fot^the 
^Iplpt^mous applause which hailed my hrst appearance? It ts 'the 
^0^ wonderful, as I pledge my sacred word, I never wrote a 
P^t before much longer than a laundress’s bill, or the acceptanc^of 
;^^jtavitation to dinner. But enough of this egotism : thanks for pi^se 
li^^if^rred sound like vanity; gratitude is hard to speak of, an4 at' 
'^^ent it swells the full heart of 

* 

George Savage Fm-BooDiB.-^ 
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JANIIAR\ -THE ANNOUNCLMLNJ'. 

N tho 1st of January, 1^38, I 
was the mastei (»f a lovely 
shop 111 the neighbourhood of 
Ovfoid MailvCt; of a wife, 
]Mrs.Co>:; of a business, both 
in the shiiving and rutting 
hue, cst iblishcd three-and- 
thiity jcais ; of a gnl and 
l'i> icspccti\cly of the ages of 
eighteen and thnlccn ; of .1 
three-windowed front, both to 
my fu St and second pair ; of 
a >oung foi email, my present 
paitncr, Mi. Orlando Crump; 
and of that celebrated mixture 
for the human hair, invented 
by my late uncle, and called Cox's Bohemian Balsam of Tokay, sold 
in pots at two-and-three and thiee-and-nine. The balsam, the lodgings,, 
and the old-established cutting and shaving business brought me in a 
pretty genteel income. I had my girl, Jemimarann, at Hackney, to 
s^ool ; my dear boy, Tuggeridge, plaited her hair beautifully ; my 
*|e at the counter (behind the tray of patent soaps, &c.) cut as 
Bidsome a figure as possible ; and it was my hope that Orlando and 
|y girl, who were mighty soft upon one another, would one day be 
^ed together in Hyming, and, conjointly with my son Tug, carry on 
R 
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the business of hairdressers when their father was either dead or a 
gentlemanr : for a gentleman me and Mrs. C. determined 1 should be. 

Jemima was, you see, a lady herself, and of very high connections : 
though her own family had met with crosses, and was rather low. Mr. 
Tu^eridge, her father, kept the famous tripe-shop near the Pigtail 
and Sparrow,” in the Whitechapel Road ; from which place I married 
her ; Mng myself very fond of the article, and especially when she 
served it to me — ^thc dear thing ! 

Jemima’s father was not successful in business : and I married her, 
I am proud to confess it, without a shilling. 1 had my hands, my 
house, and my Bohemian balsam to support her ! — and we had hoj>es 
from her uncle, a mighty rich East India merchant, who, having left 
this country sixty years ago as a cabin-boy, had airived to be the head 
of a great house in India, and was worth millions, we were told. 

Three years after Jeniimarann’s birth (and two after the death of 
my lamented father-in-law), Tuggeridge (head of the great house of 
Budgurow and Co.) retired from the management of it ; handed over 
his shares to his son, Mr. John Tuggeridge, and came to live in 
England, at Portland Place, and Tuggeridgcville, Surrey, and enjoy 
himself. Soon after, my wife took her daughter in her hand and went, 
as in duty bound, to visit her uncle : but whether it was that he was 
px^d and surly, or she somewhat sharp in her way, (the dear girl fears 
nobody, let me have you to know,) a desperate quarrel took place 
between them ; and from that day to the day of his death, be never 
set eyes on her. All th^fte would condescend to do, was to take a 
few dozen of lavender-|fl|t from us in the course of the year, and to 
send his servants to b^OPK and shaved by us. Ail the neighbours 
laughed at this poor ending of our ^pectations, for Jemmy had 
bragged not a little ; however, we did not care, for the connection was 
always a good one, and we served Mr. Hock, the valet ; Mr. Bar, the 
<x>ailc:hman ; and Mrs. Breadbasket, the housekeeper, willingly enough. 

I nsed to powder the footman, too, on great days, but never in my life 
saw old Tuggeridge, except once : when he said, ** Oh, the' barto ! ” 
up his nose, and passed on. 

' 6nc day— one famous day last January-rall our Market was thrown 
inta a high state of excitement by the appearance of no tbiee 

vehicles at our establishment. As me, Jemmy, my and 

Qtkndo, were fitting in the back-parlour over maner (it being 
Cl^istmas-tUne, Mr. Cramp had treated thejadips to a Imttle of port, 
and was longing that there should be mbtletn<t^bough : at 
^proposal my little Jemimarann looked as red as a glass of negu) } 
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ive had just, I say, finished the port, when, all of a sudden, Tug bellows 
out, “ La, Pa, here^s uncle Tuggeridge’$.housekeeper in a cab I ” 

And Mrs. Breadbasket it was, sure enough— Mrs. Breadbasket in 
■deep mourning, who made her way, bowing and looking very sad, 
into tht back shop. My wife, who respected Mrs. B. more tlian 
■anything else in the world, set her a chair, offered her a glass of wine, 
■and vowed it was very kind of her to come. "La, mem," says Mrs. 
B.,"rm sure Td do anything to serve your family, for the sake of 
that poor dear Tuck-Tuck-tug-guggeridge, that’s gone." 

" That’s what ^ " cries my wife. 

“What, gone? ’’cried Jemimarann, bursting out crying (as little 
girls will about anything or nothing) ; and Orlando looking very 
rueful, and ready to cry too. 

"Yesjgaw ” Just as she was at this very “ gaw," Tug roars 

■out, “La, Pa ! here’s Mr. Bar, uncle Tug’s coachman ! " 

It was Mr. B.ir. When she saw him, Mrs. Breadbasket stepped 
suddenly back into the parlour with my ladies. “ What is it, Mr. 
Bar?** says 1 ; and as quick as thought, I had the towel under his Chin, 

Mr. Bar in the chair, and the whole of his face in a beautiful foam of 
lather. Mr. Bar made some resistance.—" Don’t think of it, Mr. Cox," 
«ays he; “don’t trouble yourself, sir." But I lathered away, and 
never minded, “ And what’s this mekincholy event, sir," says I, “ that 
has spread desolation in your family’s bosoms ? I can feel for your 
los^ sir— 1 can feel for your loss." 

I said so out of politeness, because I served the family, not because 
Tugg(^dge was my uncle— no, as such I disown him. 

Mr. Bar was just about to speak. “Yes, sir," says he, ^my 
masters gaw— " when at the “gaw,” in walks Mr, Hock, the own 
roan l^the finest gentlemaiCl ever saw, 

“ What,;^tf» here, Mr. Bar I *’ says he. 

“ Yes> I am, sir ; and haven’t I a right, sir ? " 

“A mighty wet day, sir," says I to Mr. Hock— stepping up and . 
making my bow. “ A sad circumstance too, sir ! And is it a turn of 
the longs that you want to-day, sir ? Ho,* the^ Mr. Crump 1 " . 

«^Tnm,Mr. Crump, if you please, sir,” said Mr, Hock, makihg a 
bo# from you, sir, never— no, never, split me »— and I wonder 
bow sbiirfellows can have the imoUince to allow their masters to 
shave them 1 " With this, Mr. Hock fiuag himself down to be eurledv 
Mr. Bar suddenly opened his mouth in order to reply ; but 
there was a tiif between the gentlemen, and wanting to prevent a: 
quartd, I rammeti tlte Mr. Hock’s hands, and jUst 



244 COX^S DIARY. 

popped my shaving-brush into Mr. Bar’s mouth — a capital way to stop 
angry answers. 

Mr. Bar had hardly been in the chair one second^ when whirr 
comes a hackney-coach to the door, from which .springs a gentleman 
in a black co.it with a bag. 

“What, you here yj says the gentleman. I could not help smiling, 
for it seemed that everybody was to begin by saying, “ What, you 
here ! ” “ Your name is Cox, sir ? ” says he ; smiling, too, as the very 
pattern of mine. “My name, sir, is Sharpus, — Blunt, Hone, and 
Sharpus, Middle Temple Lane, — and I am proud to salute you, sir ; 
liappy, — that is to say, sorry to say, that Mr. Tuggcridge, of Portland 
Place, is dead, and your lady is heiress, in consequence, td^one of the 
handsomest properties in the kingdom.” 

At this I started, and might have sunk to the ground, bvA. for my 
hold of Mr. Bar’s nose ; Orlando seemed putrified to s‘onc, with his 
irons fixed to Mr. Hock’s head ; our respective patients gave a wince 
out : — Mrs. C., Jemimarann,and Tug, rushed from the back shop, and 
we formed a splendid tableau such as the great CruikSliank might 
have depicted. 

“And Mr. John Tiiggeridge, sir?” says L 
. « Why — Uce, hoc, hcc ! ” says Mr. Sharpus. , “ Surely you know 
that he was only the — hee, hcc, hec ! — the natural son ! ” 

You now cm underst.and Avhy the servants from Poitland Place' had 
been so eager to come to us. One ^ of the housemaids heard Mr, 
Sharpus say there was no will, and that my wife was heir to the 
property, and not Mr. John Tiiggeridge ; this she told in the house- 
keeper’s room ; and olT, as soon as they heard it, the whole party set, 
in order to be the first to bear the news. 

W’e kept them, every one, in their old places ; for, though my wife 
would have sent them about their business, iny dear Jemimarann just 
hinted, “ Mamma, you know they have been used' to great houses, and 
we have no* ; had wc not better keep them for a littte?"— Keep them, 
then, we did, to show us how to be gentlefolks. 

I handed over the business to Mr, Crump without a single farthing 
of premium, though Jemmy would have made me take four hundred 
pounds for it ; but this 1 was above : Crump had ser\'ed me faith- 
fully, and have the shop he should. 
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K were speedily installed in our 
fine house: but what’s a house 
without friends? Jemmy made 
me cut all my old acquaintahtes 
in the Marketi and I was a 
solitary being ; when, luckily, an 
old acquaintance of ours, Captain 
Tagrag, was so kind as to promise 
to introduce us into distinguished 
society. Tagrag was the son of 
a baronet, and had done ''os 
the honour of lodging with us fpr 
two years ; when we lost sight of him, and of his little account, too, by 
the way. A fortnight after, heanng of our good fortune, he was among 
us again, however ; and Jemmy was not a little glad to see him, know-*'* 
ing him to be a baronet’s son, and very fond of our Jcmimarann. 
Indeed, Orlando (who is as brave as a lion) had on - one occasion 
absolutely beaten Mr. Tagrag for being rude to the poor girl : a clear 
proof, as Tagrag said afterwards, ^at he was always fond of her. 

Mr. Crump, poor fellow, was not very much pleased by our good 
fortv^/ though he did all he could to try at first ; and 1 told him to 
come and take his dinner regular^ as if nothing had happened. But 
to this Jemima very soon put a stop, for she came very justly to 
know her stature, and to look down on Crump, which she bid her 
daughter to do ; and, after a great scene, in which Orlando showed ^ 
himself nidc and angry, he was forbidden the house — for evcrl 
So xhucli for poor Crump. The Captain was now all in all with 
uac sir,” our Jemmy wc^ld say, “ we shall have our town 

and edbittry mansion, and a hundred and thirty thousand pounds in 
the iiltiid^ to leave between our two children ; and, with such prospects, 
they ought surely to have the first society of England.” To this Tag-r 
rag agreed, and promised to bring us acquainted with the yery plnkof . 
the fashion ; ay> and what’is mmre^ did* 
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Flrsti ,he' made my wife get an and give suppers oi> 

Tuesdays and Saturdays. As fojr. me, he m^e me ride in the Park : 
mt- and Jemimarann, with two giOomsbcddnd^i^^ used to laugh 
ah tha'way, and whose very beards I had shaved. As for li^. Tug, he 
was sent straight off to the most fashionable st^hool in tb^ Idngdom, 
the Reverend Dr. Pigne/s, at Richmond. 

Well, the horses, the suppers, the opera-box, the paragmidis in the 
pa^rs about Mr. Coxe Coxe (that’s the way : double your name and 
stick an **e” to the end of it, and you are a gentleman at once) , had 
an effect in a wonderfully short space of time, and we began to get a 
veiy pretty society about us. Some of old Tug’s friends swore they 
would do anything for the family, and brought their wives and daugh-^ 
ters to see dear Mrs. Coxe and her^harming girl ; and when, about 
the first week in February, we announced a grand dinner and ball for 
the evening of the twenty-eighth, 1 assure you there was no want of 
company : no, nor of titles neither ; and it always does my heart good 
even to hear one mentioned. 

Let me see. There was, first, my Lord Dunboozle, an Irish peer^ 
and his seven sons, the Honourable Messieurs Trumper (two only to 
dinner) ; there was Count Mace, the celebrated French nobleman, and 
his Excellency Baron von Punter from Baden ; there was Lady Blanche 
Bluenose^ thQ eminent literati, author of ^^The Distrusted,” ^The 
Distorted,” “ The Disgusted,” ” The Disreputable One,” and other 
poems ; there was the> Dowager Lady Max and her daughter, the 
Honourable Miss Adelaide Blueruin ; Sir Charles Codshead, from the 
City 1 and Field-Marshal Sir Gorman O’Gallagher, KA», K.B., jjS^C., 
K,W., K.X., in the service of the Republic of Guatemala ; .my ^nd 
TAgrag and his fashionable acquaintance, little Tom Tufthx^&nde 
ttupftbe party. And when the doors were flung open,^and Hocjc, 

^lii^tia^k, with a white napkin, three footmen, coachman, 184 
whbtn Mrs. C. had dressed in sugar-loaf buttons and calie4||^|)|a^^ 

» round the dinner-table, all in white gloves, I promi^ you 1 
i fi^t ^thrill of elation, and thought to myself— Sam Cox, Sain <!!^^ho 
have' expected to see you here ? ■ ' 

;*i^er'tBmmr, there was to be, as I said, an 
thjall^esrieuits Tagragand Tufthunt had invited nuihyof(ha.jg|^^ 

. our mbtrbpolis had produced. .When I me^ic^^ll^ong , 

the: cbmpany to tea, Grace the Duchesa of 

'4ub of and the Ladles Nordi Pole say 

. whose immes - 'Slue 
iM sheii% oiii bf ttio4e«^i lie meiM3M^ I'^ink Pye said 
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enough to show that, in our time, No. 96^ Portland Place, was the 
resort of the best of company. 

It was our first dinner, and dressed by our new cook, Munseer 
Cordongblew. I bore it very well ; eating, for my share, a filly dysol 
allamater dotell, a cutlet soubcast, a pully bashymall, and other French 
dishes : and, for the frisky sweet wine, witli tin tops to the bottles, called 
Champang, I must say that me and Mrs. Coxe-Tuggeridge Coxe drank 
a very good share of it (but the Claret and Jonnysberger, being sour, 
we did not much relish). However, the feed, as X say, went off very 
well : Lady Blanche Bluenose sitting next to me, and being so good as 
to put me down for six copies of all her poems ; the Count and Baron 
von Punter engaging Jemimarann for several waltzes, and the Field- 
Marshal plying my dear Jemmy with Champang, until, bless her ! her 
dear nose became as led as her new crimson satin gown, which, with 
a blue turban and bird-of-paradise featheis, made her look like an 
empress, I warrant. 

Well, dinner past, Mrs. C. and the ladies went off:— thunder^ 
under-under came the knocks at the door; squeedlc-cedle-cedle, Mn 
Wippetf s fiddlers began to strike up ; and, about half-past eleven, me 
and the gents thought it high time to make our appearance. 1 felt a 
squeamish at the thought of meeting a couplo of hundred great 
people ; but Count Mace and Sir Gorman O'Gallagher taking each an 
arm, we reached, at last, the drawing-room. 

The young ones in company were dancing, and the Duchess and 
the great ladies were all seated, talking to themselves very stately, 
and working away at the ices and macaroons. I looked out for my 
pretty Jemimarann amongst the dancers, and saw her tearing round 
the ropm along with Baron Punter, in what they call a gaUypaxd ; 
then t peeped into the circle of the Duchesses, where, in course, 
I expected to find Mrs. C.; but she wasn't there ! She was seated 
at the further end of the room, looking very sulky ; and I went up 
and took her arm, and brought her down to the place where the 
Duchesses were. '*Oh, not there!" said Jemmy, trying to break 
away* ^Nonsense^ my dear," says I : ^<you are missis, and this is 
your place." Then going up to her ladyship the Duchess, says I, 
^ Me and my missis are most proud of the honour of seeing of you." 

The Ducitoss (a tall red-haired grenadier of a woman) did not 

ItMtttoa; ‘‘Tbeyoiiog<mesareaB«ti^tna’an,y^see; and** 
«* iho(^ we wnfld cotee and titdo*raai»ongthe(^<HMsi. Yeut 
aiidI,nDa*ain,Mb!ak,ai«tooadfftQdaaea.” • . 
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Sir » ' says her Grace. 

"Ma’am/* says I, “don’t you know me? My name’s Cox. 
Nobody’s introduced me; but, dash it, it’s my own house, and I may 
ptosent myself— so give us your hand, ma’am.” 

And 1 shook hers in the kindest way in the world : but— would you 
'believe it ?— the old cat scrermed as if my hand had been a hot ’tater. 
“ Fitzurse ! Fitzurso ! ” shouted she, “help ! help Up scuffled all 
the other Dowagers— in rushed the dancers. “ Mamma ^ mamma ! ” 
squeaked Lady Julia North Pole. “ Lead me to my mother,” howled 
Lady Aurorer: and both came up and flung themselves into her 
arms. “Wawt’s the raw?” said Lord Fitzurse, sauntering up quite 
stately. 

“Protect me from the insults of this man,” says her Grace, 
“ Where’s Tufthunt ? he promised that not a soul m this house should 
speak to me.” 

" My dear Duchess,” said Tufthunt, very meek. 

“ Don’t Duche®«- sir. Did you not promise they should not 
speak, and hasn’t that liorrid tipsy wretch offered to embrace me ? 
Didn’t his monstrous wife sicken me with her odious familiarities? 
Call my people, Tufthunt ! Follow me, my children ! ” 

“And my carrage,” “And mine,” “ And mine P shouted twenty 
more voices. And down they all trooped to the hall : Lady Blanche 
Bluenose and Lady Max among the very first; leaving only the 
Field-Marshal and one or two men, who roared with laughter ready to 
split, 

“ Oh, Sam,” said my wife, sobbing, “ why would you take me back 
to them ? they had sent me away before ! 1 only asked the Duchess 
whether she didn’t like rum-shrub better than all your Maxarinos and 
Curasosos : and— would you believe it ?— all the company burst out 
laughing ; and the Duchess told me just to keep off, and not to speak 
tin 1 was spoken to. Imperence ! Pd like to tear her eyes out.” 

And so 1 do believe my dearest Jemmy would ! 
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MARCH- -A DAY WITH THK SURREY HOUNDS. 


/ ^ U R ball had failed so completely that 

3 )/ Jemmy, who was bent still upon 

l4yJL^^^^ ^ Ji fsishion, caught eagerly at Tagnig*s 

?i suggestion, and went down to Tug- 

geridgcvillc. If we had a difficulty 
to find friends in town, here there 
/'I was none : for the whole county 

liPrlliy ^ n B rL^g came about us, ate our dinners and sup- 
mFmil S danced at our balls — ay, and spoke 

^ to us too. Wc were great people in fact ; 
Jr hT ^ ^ regular country gentleman; and as 
Jemmy insisted that I should be a 
sportsman, and join the county hunt. 
“But,” says I, “my love, 1 can’t ride.** 
“ Pooh ! Mr. C ,” said she, “you’re always 
'making difficulties : you thought you couldn’t dance a quadrille ; you 
thought you couldn’t dine at seven o’clock ; you thought you couldn’t 
lie in bed after six ; and haven’t you done every one of these things ? 
You must and you shall ride !” And when my Jemmy said “must 


and shall,” I knew very w6ll there was nothing for it : so I sent down 
fifty guineas to the hunt, and, out of compliment to me, the very next 
. week^ I received notice that the meet of the hounds would , take place 
at Squashtail Common, just outside my lodge-gates. 

. I didn’t know what a meet was; and me and Mrs. C, agreed that 
w^ most probable the dogs were to be fed there. However, Tagrag 
matter to us, and very kindly promised to sell me a 
bonfo, ^htful animal of his own ; which, being desperately pret^d 

for mOr^f he would let me , have for a hundred guineas, he himimUf 
having given a hundred and fifty for it. 

WeE^ the Thursday came : the hounds met on Squashtail Common ; 
Mrs. C. turned out in her barouche .to. see us throw off; and,.bei% 
helped up on my chestnut horse,^ Trumpeter, by Tagrag 'and my head 
groom, 1 came presendy round to jom dienu 
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Tag mounted his own hoYse ; and^ as we walked down the avenue, 

^ I thought,” he said, *^you told me you knew how to ride; and that 
you had once fifty miles oh a stretch ! 

' “ And so.i did,” says I, “ to Can^ridge, and on the box too.” 

** On the box! ” says he ; " but did you ever mount a horse before ? 

Never,” says I, but I find it mighty easy.” 

"Well” says he, "you’re mighty bold for a barber; and I like 
you, Coxe, for your spirit.” And so we came out of the gate* 

As for describing the hunt, I own, fairly, I can’t. I’ve been at a 
hunt, but what a hunt is— <why the horses wtH go among the dogs and 
ride them down— why the men cry out " yooooic "—why the dogs go 
snuffing about in threes and fours, and the huntsman says, " Good 
Towler— good Betsy,” and we all of us after him say, " Good Towler 
—good Betsy " in course : then, after hearing a yelp here and a howl 
there, tow, row, yow, yow, yow ! burst out, all of a sudden, from three, 
or four of them, and the chap in a velvet cap screeches out (with a 
number of oaths 1 shan’t, repeat here), “Hark, to Ringwood!” and 
th^^> There he goes ! ” says some one ; and all of a sudden, helter 
sk^tiir, skurry hurry, slap bang, whooping, screeching and hunaing, 
blue-coats and red-coats, bays and greys, horses, dogs, donkeys, 
buUlti^rs, baro-knights, dustmen, and blackguard boys, go tearing all 
togf^er over the common after two or three of the pack that yowl 
loudest Why all this is, I can’t say ; but it all took plac^ the second 
.Thmsday of l^t March, in my presence. 

tip to this, rd kept my seat as well . as the best, for we’d only 
been totting gently about the field until the dogs found ^ . l 
managed to stick on very well ; but directly the tow-rowing,^llM^^, 
/Oft Wjsnt Trumpeter like a thunderbolt, and 1 found mysdf Vpi^ng 
the dogs like the donkey among the chickena , 

holloas the huntsman; and so 1 pulled very hard, and 
!" but he wouldn’t ; and on I went galloping for the'd^.Me^ 
is a wonder; but 1 squeezed my knees in , 

and ^yed’m feet very hard into the sdrrups, and kept stii®^^;of 

and looked betwixt bis ears 

and Msted to luck : for Twas in a morital fn|^i.s(ire ' 
man would be ip such a ca^i tel 

my first jiding iniaimbngih^^ r^ 
Koai^t^, ^ peyec*^^ as the tip of ^ 

ln.^this \ w<pld ^ e^tcept Trumpetei'^ and 

the bte^g ofdpci^ siede the 
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walking, the trotting, the galloping, and never so much as getting a 
tumble. 

There was a chap at Croydon very well known as the Spicy 
Dustman,” who, when he could get no horse to ride to the hounds, 
turned regularly out on his donkey ; and on this occasion made one 
of us. He generally managed to keep up with the dogs by trotting 
quietly through the cross-roads, and knowing the country well. Well^ 
having a good guess where the hounds would find, and the line that 
sly Reynolds (as they call the fox) would take, the Spicy Dustman 
turned his animal down the lane from Squashtail to Cutshins Common ; 
across which, sure enough, came the whole hunt. There’s a small 
hedge and a remarkably fine ditch here : some of the leading chaps 
took both, in gallant style ; others went round by a gate, and so would 
I, only 1 couldn’t; for Trumpeter would have the hedge, and be 
hanged to him, and went right for it 

Hoop ! if ever you dSrV/ try a leap ! Out go your legs, out fling 
your arms, off goes your hat ; and the next thing you feel*— that is, 
/ did— is a most tremendous thwack across the chest, and my feet 
jerked out of the stirrups : me left in the branches of a tree ; Trum- 
peter gone clean from under me, and walloping and floundering in 
the ditch underneath. One of the stirrup-leathers had caught in a 
stake, and the horse couldn’t get away : and neither of us, 1 thought, 
ever would have got away : but all of a sudden, who should come up 
the lane but the Spicy Dustman ! 

** Holloa !” says I, ** you gent, just let us down from this here tree 1’^ 

" Lori J ” says he, « I’m blest if I didn’t take you for a robin.** 

Let’s down,” says I; but he was all the time employed in 
disengaging Trumpeter, whom he got out of the ditch, trembling 
and as quiet as possible. ** Leris down,” says I, ^ Presently,” says 
he ; and taking off his coat, he begins whistling and swishing doivq 
Trumpeter’s sides and saddle ; and when he had finished, what do 
you think the rascal did?— he just quietly mounted on Trumpeteris 
back, and shouts out, ** Git down yourself, old Bearsgrease ; you’ve 
only to drop i /’// give your ’oss a hairing arter them ’ounds ; and 
you^vy, you may ride back my pony to Tuggeridgeweal ! ” And 
widi rihtis, I’m bleat if he didn’t ride away, leaving me holdiii^, 
as for the dear life, had expecting every minute the branch wouU 
break. 

It break too, and down 1 cautoe into fibe sluidi ; and when t got 
out of it, 1 can you 1 didn’t lode mueb like Uie Venuaes oe the 
Spoiler Bdvtdearis what I used to dress aud titivate up tixr my 
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window when I was in the hairdressing line, or smell quite so elegant 
as our rose-oil Faugh ! what .1 figure 1 was ! 

I had nothing for it but to mount the dustman’s donkey (which 
was very quietly cropping grass in the hedge), and to make my way 
home ; and after a weary, weary journey, I arrived at my own gate. 

A whole party was assembled there. Tagrag, who had come back ; 
their Excellencies Macc and Punter, who were on a visit ; and a 
number of horses walking up and down before the whole of the gentle- 
men of the hunt, who had come in after losing their fox ! “ Here's 
Squire Coxe!” shouted the giooms. Out rushed the servants, out 
poured the gents of the hunt, and on trotted poor me, digging into the 
donkey, and everybody dying with laughter at me. 

Just as I got up to the door, a horse came ^ialloping up, and passed 
me ; a man jumped down, and taking off a fantail hat, came up, vcjy 
gravely, to help me down. 

‘'Squire,” says he, "how came you by that there hanimal? Jj-*t 
git down, will you, and give it to its howner?” 

" Rascal ! ” says 1, didn’t you lide off on my horse?” 

"Was there ever sich ingratitude?” says the Spicy "I found 
this year ’oss in a pond, I saves him from drowning, 1 hnngs him 
back to his master, and he calls me a lascal ! ” 

The grooms, the gents, the ladies in the balcony, my own nerv.mts, 
all set up a roar at this ; and so would I, only 1 was dcuccdly 
ashamed, as not to be able to laugh just then. 

And so my first day’s hunting ended. Tagrag and the rest declared 
I showed great pluck, and wanted me to try again ; but " No,” says I, 
" 1 have been/’ 




MARCH — A d*/ the Sut^'ey Moudd^?. 





2S3 


APRIL-THE FINISHING TOUCIL 

iVAS always fond of billiards : and^ 
in former days, at Grogram’s in 
Greek Street, where a few jolly lads 
of my acquaintance used to meet 
twice a week for a game, and a 
snug pipe and beer, 1 was generally 
voted the first man of the club; 
and could take five from John the* 
marker himself. I had a genius, 
in fact, for the game ; and now that 
I was placed in that station of life 
where I could cultivate my talents, 
I gave them full play, and improved 
amazingly. 1 do say that I think 
myself as good a hand as any chap in England. 

The Count and his Excellency Baron von Punier were, I can 
tell you, astonished bj^the smartness of my play : the first two or 
three rubbers Punter hsaX me, but when I came to know his game, 
r used tbr^ock him all to sticks or, at least, Urin six games to his 
four : qnd such was the betting upon me ; his Excellency losing large 
sums tO 'Ae Count, who knew what play was, and used to back me. 
I did not play except for shillings, so my skill was of no great service 
tome. 

Onjs day I entered the billiard-room where these three gentlemen 
were in words. ** The thing shall not be done,** I heard Captain 
Tag^ say ; “ I won't stand it" 

. begause you would have M bird all to yourzclf, hey?" said 
the Baron. 

<*You .sa& not have a single fezare of him, begar,” said the 
Count : "vc viU blow you, M, de Taguerague ; parok (^honneur^ 
ve vilt* ' . ' , ' 

*‘What?$ all tlu^ gents," says I,^ . stepping In, about bircU and 
feathers?"' , , , . 
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“Ob,^ says Tagrag^ ^we wera^^uUcing about— about-pigcon- 
aboptings the Count hm all to pieces at 

tw«^ty^> .ya^S| and 1 said 1 woul^’t sCafid ’H^ because it was regular 

'• :■ 

" >Stec, it was bidgeon-shoQting,”. cries the Baron: “and I 

' lehow no better short Have you been bidgeoii^shootingi my dear 
Squire ^ De fon is gabidaL" . 

"No doubt,” says I, "for the shooters, but mighty bad sport for 
^St^pigecn^^ And this joke set them all a-laughing ready to die. 1 
didn’t know then what a good joke it was^ neither ; but I jg^ve blaster 
B^oa» that day, a precious good beatings and walked off ii^h 
than fifteen, ^ilkti^ hi his money. 

As a sporting matt, and a man of fashion, 1 need not say that I 
took in the Flare-^up regularly ; ay, and wrote one or two t^es in 
that celebrated publication (one of my papers, which Tagrag sub- 
scribed for me, Philo-pestitiaeamicus, on the proper sauce for teal and 
widgeon— and the other, signed Scru<*tatos, on the best means of 
cultivating the kidney species of that vegetable— made no small noise 
at the time^ and got me in the paper a compliment from the editor). 

1 was a. constant reader of the Notices to Correspondents, and, my 
early education having been rayther neglected, (for 1 was taken from 
my studies and set,«as is the custom in our trade, to practise on a 
sheep^a head ht the tender age d* nine years, before I was allowed to 
venture on the humane counteiuttce,)— 1 say, being thus curtailed and 
cut oft in mi daasic^ learning, I must conftll 1 managed €0;{^ up 
a pretty smattering of genteel information from that tieast^ ojP'alt 
emte ofkuowledge i at least sufficient to make me a mat^ 
forall the noblemen and gentlemen who came to our houi^^lpRSdl, 
onlbdking over the FJare-up notices to correspondents, I 
:^y 'iMt April, among the notices, as follows : ' 
fj^^^dompdoii.’ We do not know the precise age o( Mn Bi^^of 
Theatre.; nor are we aware if that celebrated"^ of 

' attd Crecn-pcas* is informed, Aat when 

second Kni^fs square, and B, moving:. 

' check to his .adversaay^ 

is ttb ^ Ws Queen should not take A^s 

■ We' have repeatedly' 'answm^^ about 

'hia4^^'Vestrie'r^ 

Chalrl^^ Uathe9^% the celtl^tedredl^ 



THE FINISHING TOUCH 


255 


*‘<Fair Play.’ The best amateur billiard and dcartd player in 
England, is Coxe Tu^eridgei Qoxe^ Esq., of . Pqjtland'. Place, and 
Tuggeridgeviile ; Jonathan, who knows his play, can only, give him 
two in a game of a hundred ; and, at the cards, m man is hU superior, 
Verhtimsap, 

** ‘ Scipio Americanus ’ is a blockhead.” 

I read this out to the Count and Tagrag, and both of them 
wondered how the Editor of that tremendous Flau^e-up should get 
-such information ; and both agreed that the Baron, who still piqued 
himself absurdly on his play, would be vastly annoyed by ming 
me preferred thus to himself. We read him the paragraph, apd 
preciously angry he was. “ Id is,” he cried, “ the tables ” <or * de 
dahels^^ as he called them},— ^^de horrid dabels; gom viz me to 
London, and dry a slate-table, and I vill beat you.” We aU roared 
at this; and the end of the dispute was, that, just to satisfy the 
fellow, X agreed to play his Excellency at slate-tables, or any tables 
he chose. 

"CuV’ says he, ‘^gut ; I li^ you know, at Abedoego% in de 
Qua^ant ; .his dabels is goot ; ve vill blay dere, if you vill” Aj^d I 
said 4 would : and it was agreed that, one Saturday nigh^vhen 
Jemmy was at the Opera„ we should go to the Baron’s rooms, 
him a chance. < v ^ 

We went, and the little Baron had as fine a supper as, ever 1 saw: 
loU^Of Cbampang (and I didn’t mind drinking it), and plmty of 
laugl^ng.aUd fun. .Afterwards, down we went to billiards. Is dish 
Mistiier Oxxsh, de shelebrated player?”- says Mr, Abednego, whowas 
in the with one or two gentlemen of his own persuasion, and 
sev«s;^:%reign noblemen, dirty, snuffy, and hairy, as them foreigim 
Misther Coxsh ? blesh my hartVit is a honor to see ybuj 
X so much of your play.” 

'tCpipe, Come,” says I, ‘^sir”--for I’m pretty wide avmke— ^^none 
of -yopr g^mon,;. you’re not going to hook 
, l^ar^ dis fish you not cateh/^ says Count Macck " 

\ g&t !-^haw I haw ! ” shoti^ the Baron. Hook him f 

you might dry and hook me as well HaW lUawl*?v; 
to play. «^ive to four cm.Caom,” scieaw outtibe 
Couhi^ J^Oim aiid done,” safys anda»^ nobleman. * << Poqays^* aaya; 
tho' the. nobfepoan. vill ’ 

cirdwns L An^ 

twi&klipg^i^;^Ve^/^l^^ I^iafcing Airmen inS, 

wfthout stcq^tng^'' 
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We had some more wine after this ; and if you could have seen 
the long faces of the other noblemen, as they pulled out their pencils 
and wrote 1.0. U/s for the Count ! ** Ya tmjourSy mon cher^ says he 
to me, ** you have von for me three hundred pounds.” 

" I’ll blay you guineas dis time,” says the llaron. “ Zeven to four 
you must give me though.” And so I did ; and in ten minutes ^//a/ 
game was won, and the Baron handed over his pounds. ^'Two 
hundred and sixty more, my dear, dear Coxe,” says the Count ; 

“ you are gardien ! ” " Wot a flat Mi&ther Coxsh is, not to 

back his luck,” 1 heard Abednego whisper to one of the foreign 
noblemen. 

ril take your seven to four, in tens,” said I to the Baron. " Give 
me three,” says he, ** and done.” I gave him three, and lost the game 
by one. ‘‘ Dobbel, or <iuits,” says he. ‘‘ Go it,” says I, up to my 
mettle : “ Sam Coxe never says no ; and to it we went. I went in, 
and scored eighteen to his five. “ Holy Moshesh ! ” says Abednego, 
dat little Coxsh is a vender ! who’ll take odds ? ” 
f’lJ give twenty to one,” says I, in guineas.” 

Ponays ; yase, done,” screams out the Count. 

Homes, done,” roars out the Baron : and, before I could speak, 
went in, and — would you believe it? — in two minutes he somehow 
made the game ! 

« « * • • 

Oh, what a figure 1 cut when my dear Jemmy heard of this after- 
wards ! In vain I swore it was guineas : the Count and the Baron 
swore to ponies ; and when I refused, they both said their honour was 
concerned, and they must have my life, or their money. So when the 
Count showed me actually that, in spite of tliis bet (which had been 
too good to resist) won’ from me, he had been a very heavy loser by 
the night ; and brought me the word of honour of Abednego, bis 
Jewish friend, and the foreign noblemen, that ponies had been betted ; 
«^why, 1 paid them one thousand pounds sterling of good and lawful 
money. — But not played for money since : no, no ; catch me at 

ttud again if you can. 




APfft t touch 
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O lady is a lady without havih^ai 
box at tli€ Opera ; $o 
who knew as much about 
bless her!— as I do about 
algebra, or any other foreigst 
guage, took a prime box on^^|he; 
second tier. It was what they.e^l^'' 
a double box ; it really 
two, that is, very comfortably ^ iain . 
we got it ji great bargain-^for 
hundred a year! Here, Tue^ayt 
and Saturdays, we used regularry«^to-> 
take our places, Jemmy and /Jt^ir 
marann sitting in front ; me, 

OMt '^ ir^y dear wife used to wear a large fantail gauze hat with, ostrich 
featl^^^ birds-of-pamdise, artificial flowers, and tags of musUn .pr 
satinV^ttered all over it, Pm blest if she didn't fill the whole oHhe.. 
frQ|^^.^.ho^boiX ; and it was only by jumping and dodging^ 

^ of the night, that 1 could m^na^ 'io ' 

sighy^;'#e aetors. By kneeling down, and looking steady ondw my 
d«u;li^^^thriiy% sleeve, I contrive, every now and then> tp 'have 
Lablash^s boots, in the “Puritanny,"and oncoa^ii^^., 
gi^ne GreasPs crown and' head-dress in “ Annybalony.,'* v . ' 

that Opera is, to be sure ! and whaLt enjoyments tfs;; 
’T;ii^d>to have 1 Just you li^ve swallowed doii!ri^.^uir'. ^ 
IS them ^for so> indee^ 

s^l^at'dearof beahl^ head^h^, doctor’s b)lb,)pr^''^' 


ai^ 

S3lW' 



my 


pi^perty unjjcss he 
"Ifi 'comes' the ' 
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Or the ^N€^«li or ^ as the case may be% 

^Vit. off puo£l<ii^ know it’s the 

iisshton to^bo always present at Ae Wy fln^ bar of the apertuie.’ 
An4 so off we are obliged to budget to be miserable fbr five hours, 
and to have a headache for the nejct twelve^ and all because it’s the 
ihshiott! 

After the aperture^ as they call it, comes the opera, which, as I am 
given to understand, is the Italian for singing. Why they should sing 
th Italian, I can’t conceive ; or why they should do nothing but sing. 
Bless us I how I used to long for the wooden magpie in the ** Gassy- 
latder ” to dy up to the top of the dhurch-steeple, with the silver spoons, 
and see the chaps with the pitchforks come in and carry off that 
vdcked Don June. Not that 1 don’t admne Lablash, and Rubini, and 
his brother, Tomrubini : him who has that fine bass voice, I mean, and 
acts the Corporal in the first piece, and Don June in the second ; but 
three hours is a /Me too much, for you can’t sleep on those little 
rickety seats in the boxes. 

opera is bad enough ; but what is that to the bally? You 
shpuli have seen my Jemmy the first night when she stopp^ to see 
It I and when Madamsalls Fanny and Theresa Hustler came forward, 
alo|ig with a gentleman, to dance, you should have seen how Jemmy 
staiedi ^d our girl blushed, when Madamsall Fanny, coming f^ard, 
stood on the tips of only five of her toes, and rai^ng up the other five, 
an4 the foot belonging to them, almost to her shoulder, twiried rpund, 
and round, and round, like a teetotum, for a couple of ndiiitties^ or 
piore ; and as she settled down, at last, on both fee|^ M « natural 
dkeent posture, you should have heard how the house roaiM with 
the boxes clapping with all their might, and wavb^'.tbeir 
^jt^dtond^iefs ; the pit shouting, Bravo Some peopiS^t ,1 
were rather angry at such an exhibition, thi^ btfifto of 
^“^“1 at her^ and what do you diink she did ? Why, hang she 
\ dome forward, as though nothing had happen^, gathi(^p the 
had thrown at her, smile, press them to b^^lHKlI^and 
round again, faster than ever. isSk etbeatt^ff 
in aB or/ born days* 

, «ay» Jemmy, starting up bwal , , 

lafffngt adhres them right to be treated so.*’ ^ 

^ beautifiilly>» $ay$ our $;imid 
JNnm von Punter and Tpgtbi^, to 

<fress so; 





1 . 
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laughs. 

■ “%<*^'»^'sa,,;T 4 .«tI^i-i^^ 

dam^ jn world! ^ we ti^ow niyitlej, 'geiaii}tii^!ilt)dl'jy|M 

*K >n tok», of our immense admir a tiM | » ’ ,' 

.. .'W?^ and poor JemtawnewsSSto, 

tfi *• >t almost,, .'AAer dto 

tlie 6^ } but when, all of a sudden, a somebody 

and toi^ng in,.like an Indian^rubber baU, flingmgit»elf up» 

Uw s^, and there shaking about its legs ipda 

than «er I ’ ■ : 

^ gentlemen. :. v'^ ' 

, ^ ®y ; and she might w^ be 

~ = ^**d. a hat and feathers, a bare neck 

nngjets, and a little . calico frock, whidi came do«w-Wt|ie 

You would not thiiik he was sixty-thiee yeus 
aai^je^asamanoftwenty." 

p ®“* ^ “what, is that there a 

Jcrnimarami, dcar^eet your cloak* 


i jl tbatik you> tny dear^ to call our people, 

^er tfei®, that my Jemmy, Nwho 
tho h^y, they call it, should ever grow 
shouted out iti the 

OTd of everything ; and, l^w/bhii‘ ypo 1 1« 
cOuld IpoJc at the halhs^'^ ^0 -woi^id 
woid" bring ^oufele-fe^il^ 




ap if j^ ha4 been a W'dimMi: ‘ 
^..r^*^;^“5?P^..does ; and i^recs^/un it uaed^. ' 


- .- ; . V .^... , , W n^f .ott.ii!^ ddiiig 

'rhaa^*hat;tM-«i^ 
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|[h{g[ow,n99 with knock- 
’ It^labs of brickdust 
>ald ones, 
Js* crooks, 

— :<rf ■flowers iniufe '<?f >* 4 ,|tod .’ttenjiaiz^. J^ancy 
«!gglii«» cliatteritife i>u5hiiajg,^' »a ^ amidst old 
Gothic hajls, thrones, pastelxJaiil dr^^, and 

' Su<a» dirt, -darkness, crowd, confusion aind S^**^ <* all 

;dwi^aMe'lefigua(gea was never known 1 . , ’ ’ ■ • . 

•■• have seen Monseer Anatolel Instead of.looking 

lodked a thousand. The old man’s wig was off, and a 
’Sot® gi^g^xt'a touch with the tongs; Munsecr was^ taking 
$nd a boy was standing by with a piiU bf beer frotn the 
ottbHfe4t0ttse at the corner of Charles Street. 

. with a little accident during the three-quarters, to' h^r 

wMci’fe allow for the entertainihent of us men on t^ 

stage/ h^ito the curtain 'draws up for the bally, toite m 

thdifwes are gaping, and the people in the pit Tw 

canes in the rudest manner possible, as f cr^, they 

the moment before the Uttle bdl rings and.the oh^n foes 
scuffle off to the sides (for we always stay tUl the,jyi^fost 
i 1 was in the mid^e of the stage, making myseH verjrj^tofo 
=’- "ggerantys which was spinmng and.twiifihg a^iff i^tod 
Tif they wasn't cold^and such like p9Hteness,.ln.i^'i*S^ 
ydaiSae 4 ^n®to . way . possible, when a bolt was suddenly^^^^l^i 
1 topped, through a Irap.in thejta^, into the “ «»- 
^ ^pped' by a piece of madtincryi Cemsi^^!!! 
fi^Iankets, and a.young^lady coming i^as ■¥&#;] 

^ ^i-l^ tot faUen;so soft, I don't ;kn«w 
/.qtotoqueiice.of the coUurion.. 'J tovW;;tow^ 

' ' ^ibeao: tqheai.trf my 
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ext door to us, in 
lived the Right Hon6i«ni^ V|£e 
Earl of Kilblaies, of Ki&^asi^ 
Castle, county Kildare, apd ■ 
mother, the Dowager C^'n^M 
Lady Kilblazes had a d^hght^i 
Lady Juliana Matilda 
of the exact age of odr^d^ 
Jemimarann; and a s0xi> the 
Honourable Arthur WeUfngtOA 
Anglesea Blucher Bulow Mac 
Turk, only ten months' plddE> tllan 
our boy Tug. - t 

My darling Jemmy is a 

of spirit, and, as become her station, made every possible auebipf^tb 
becp^, Acquainted with the Dowager Coii^ss of Kilblazes^ wbjch 
hpr ladyship (because, forsooth, she was the wughter of the Minister, 
and;Ej^e of Wales’s great friend, the Earl of PortansherryJ'th^gSia 
dt i dlm't wonder at my Jemmy growing so angry yHth Isw, 

anS T^Si^tidng, in'eveiy way, to put her ladyship down, 
csfeite is not so large as the Tuggeridge property, 
sAnd ^ year at . least ; andi so my wife, when our neighbours 
two quite authori^ in haying three; and.she 

Kilbla^ canriage*and-pair came liobbd^'to 
fer pw caitiaj^-and-four, ' ' ' ' ■ ' 

atBie^Opera ; only.ti^'% bag^’ 
Udy'ldliana, beanie to my Jetnimmnn;^ 
Jemmy did ? she gother cdebrated 

a dois&lte' 






262 


CO.rS DIAKW 


Master Arthur Mac Turk was at the famohs school of the Reverend 
Cleinent Coddler, along with a huiidred and ten other young fashion- 
ables^ from the age of three to fifteen; and to this establr^hment 
Jemmy sent our Tug, adding forty guineas to the hundred and twenty 
paid every year for the boarders. I think I found out the dear soul’s 
reason ; for, one day, speaking about the school to a mutual acquaint- 
ance of ours and the Kilbla/es, she whispered to him that she never 
would have thought of sending her darling boy at the rate which her 
next-door neighbours paid ; lad, she was sure, must be starved : 
however, poor people, they did the best they could on their income ! 

Coddler’s, in fact, was tlie lip-top school near London : he had 
been tutor to the Duke of Buckminster, who had set him up in the 
school, and, as 1 tell you, all the peerage and respectable commoners 
came to it You read in the bill, (the snopsis, I think, Coddicr called 
it,) after the account of the charges for board, masters, extras, ^c. — 
“ Every young nobleman (oi gentleman) is expected to bring a knife, 
fork, spoon, and goblet of stiver (to prevent breakage), which will not 
be returned; a dressing-gown and slippers; toilet-box, pomatum, 
curling-irons, &c. &c. The pupil must on no account be allowed to 
have more tlian ten guineas of pocket-money, unless his parents par- 
ticularly desire it, or he be above hfteen years of age. W'V/w will be 
an extra charge; as are warm, vapour, and baths. Camara 

exercise will be providedat the rate of fifteen guineas per quarter. It 
is tarttestty requested that no young nobleman (or gentleman) be 
allowed to smoke. In a place devoted to the cultivation of folite 
literatHre, such an ignoble enjoyment were profane. 

Clement Coodler, M.A., 

** Chaplain and late tutor to his Grpee the 
Duke of Buckminster.*’ 

Mount PainsLbSUs, Richmond, Surrey.’^ 

To this establishment our Tug was sent Recollect, my fttsoxf 
his mamma,. that you are a Tuggeridge by births thal; 1 
expect you to beat all the boys in the school ; especially thai^WdBlng- 
ton Mac Turk, who, though he is a lord’s son, is nothing to you, who 
are the hdk Tuggeridgeville.” < v ' 

Tbg was a smart young fellow enough, and could cut atid ciirii as 
well as any young chap of his age : he was not % bod hmi ^ a wig 
either^ and could ^ve, too, very prettily^ but that ,waa In Uie old 
timOs when we were not great people: whim he qrnie to^be a gentle- 
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man. he had to Icain Latin and Creek, and had a deal of lost time to 
make up foi, on going to school 

However, we h.id no fear; for the Reverend Mr. Coddler used to 
send monthly accounts of his pupiPs progress^ and if Tug was not a 
wonder of the world, 1 don’t know who was, it was 

Ckneial behaviour . . . . e^eelteiit. 

Englisli . .... , very goexi. 

Ficnch . . . , . tUHliien. 

Latin . . . . opumL 

And so on —he possessed all the virtues, and wrote to us t\e»y month 
formone' M> dear Jemmy and 1 dctei mined to go and sec hnij, 
after he had been at school a quartei ; wo went, and woie shown by 
]Mr. Coddler, one of the meekest, sniilingest little men I c* cr saw, into 
the bed-rooms and eating-rooms (the diomitaries and refractories he 
called them), wlitcli were all as comfoiiablcas comfoi tablp might be. 
“ It is a holiday to-day,” said Mi. Coddlei , and a lioliday it seemed 
to be. In the dining-room were half-a-do/en young gentlemen 
playingatcards(*‘All lip-top nohiUt>,” obsetved Mi Coddler); — in the 
bed-rooms thcie was only one gent he was lying on his bed, reading 
novels and smoking cigars. “ Kxtraoidinaiy genius!” whispered 
Coddler. “Honourable Tom Fitz-Waitei, cousin of Lord Byron’s; 
smokes all day; and has written the rucrieU poems >ou can imagine. 
Genius, my deal madam, you know genius must have its way” 
Well, uptm my word,” savs Jemmy, “ if th.ii’s genius, I had rather 
that Master Tuggeridge Coxc Tuggendge remained a dull fellow.” 

Impossible, my dear madam,” said Coddler. “ Mr, Tuggendge 
Goxe couldn't be stupid if he tned.^ 

Just then up comes Lord Claude Lollypop, third son of the 
Marquis of Allycompane. We were introduced instantly : “ Lord 
Claude Lollypop, Mr. and Mrs. Coxe.” The little lord wagged his 
head, my wife bowed very low, and so did Mr. Coddler; who, as he 
saw my lord making for the playground, begged him to show us the 
my«^^*Come along,” says my lord; and as he walked before us, 
whistling, we had leisure to remark the benutiful holes in his Jacket, 
and etssewhere. 

About twenty young noblemen (and gentlemen) were gathered 
round pastrycook’s shop at the end of the green« ^^That’s the gtub- 
%lBdsi^ smd my lord, ^ where we young geoUmen wot has monqr buys 
our wittles, them young gentlemen wot has none, goes tide.” 

Then we passtd a poor red-haired usher sitting on a bench alone. 
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“ That's Mr. Hicks, the Husher, ma'am,” says niy lord. “ We keep- 
him, for he's very useful to throw stones at, and he keeps the chaps' 
coats vAvhen there's a fight, or a ganfe at cricket.— Well, Hicks, how's 
your iniotW? what's the- row now?'^ ^ I believe, my lord^” said the 
usher/ir^Ty ih^kly* “ there is a pugilistic encounter somewhere on the 
premises— the Honourable Mr. Mac " . 

.*‘Oh! come along,” said Lord Lollypop, " come along: this way,, 
ma'am ! Go it, ye cripples !” And my lord pulled my dear Jemmy’s 
gown in the kindest and most familiar way, she trotting on after him,, 
mightily pleased to be so taken notice of, and I after her. A little 
boy went running across the green. “ Who is it, Petitoes?” screams 
my lord, “ Turk and the barber,” pipes Petitoes, and runs to the- 

pa.strycook's like mad. “ Turk and the ba ,” laughs out my lord, 

looking at tts. Hurra! /Jus way, ma'am!”. And turning round a 
comer, he opened a door into a court-yard, where a number of boys 
were collected, and* a great noise of shrill voices might be heard, 
“ Go it, Turk ! ” says one. ‘‘ Go it, barber ! ” says another. “ Piuicjt 
Jiith life out! ” roars another, whose voice was just cracked, and his 
clotlvcs half a yard too short for him ! 

Fancy our horror when, on the crowd making way, we saw Tug 
pummellihg away at the Honourable Master, Mac Turk ! My dear 
Jeminty, who don't understand such things, pounced upon the two at 
once, and, with one hand tearing away Tug, sent him spinning back 
into' die arms of his seconds, while, with the other, she clawed hold of 
Master Mac Turk’s red hair, and, as soon as she got her second hand 
frye, banged it about his face and ears like a good one. 

, . ; nasty — wicked — quarrelsome — aristocratic ” (each word was 

a -^g)— “ aristocratic— oh ! oh ! oh ! Here the words stopped ; for 
Wh^ with the agitation, maternal solicitude, and a dreadful kick ou. 
tlie shins which, 1 am ashamed to say. Master Mac Turk administered^ 
my j^ar Jemmy could bear it no longer, and sunk fainting ,away in 
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Tl’IA'-DOWN AT DKUI.All. 

-THOUGH there was a rejfular- 
cut between the next-door people 
and us, yet Tug and the Honour- 
able Master Mac Turk kept up 
their acquaintance over ♦lie back- 
garden wall, and in the slablcs,^. 
where they were fighting, making' 
friends, and playing tricks from 
morning to night, during the holi- 
days. Indeed, it was from young 
Mai; that we first heard of Madame 
dc Flicflac, of whom my Jemmy 
robbed Lady Ki!bla2es,as I before 
have related. When our friend 
the Daron first saw Madame, a 
very tender greeting passed be- 
tween them ; for they had, as it 
appeared, been old friends abroad. 

‘‘ Sapristic," said the Daron, in his 
lingo, fais-tn iciy Amdnaide?^ ioi^ wo?i pauvre Chicot^ 
says. $be, ^^esUce qu^on fa mis d la retraite? II parait que Its ifast 
pliss Ginirai chez Franco--’^' ** Chut I ” says the Baron, putting his 
to his lips, 

.?‘yrt>at are they saying, my dear?” says my wife to Jemimarann, 

. who bad a pretty knowledge of the language by this time, 

>f;I;dtm't ,know what ^SapristU* means, mamma; but the Barori 
aikuae what she was doing here? and Madame said, ‘Antf 
you, (^cdj^you are no more a General at Franco.'— HaVe I not ttahs^ 
lated 'i^tly, Madame?” * r 

chitu^ tnan atige, Yase, my angel, mv cabbage> 
right; yc^self, I have known my dear CKicot dVik.t^^i^; 
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“ Chicot is my name of baptism,” says the Baron ; “ Baron Chicot 
de Punter is my name.” 

‘‘And being a General at Franco,” says jemmy, “means, I suppose, 
"being^ a French General? ” 

“Yes, I vas,” said he, “ General Baron de Punter — *a pas, 
Amlmide?” 

“ Oh, yes I ” said Madame Flicflac, and laughed ; and I and Jemmy 
laughed out of politeness : and a pretty laughing matter it was, as you 
shall hear. 

About this time my Jemmy became one of the Lady-Patror. esses 
of that admirable institution, ‘-The Washerwoman’s-Orphans’ Home 
Lady de Sudley was the great projector of it; and the manager and 
•chaplain, the excellent and Reverend Sidney Slojiper. His salary, as 
chaplain, and that of Doctor Leitch, the physician (both cousins of 
her ladyship’s), drew away live hundred pounds from the six subscribed 
to the Charity : and Lady de Sudley thought a lotc at Beulah Sf)a, 
with the aid of some of the foreign princes \vlu> were in town la?ft 
year, might bring a little mem; money into its treasury, A tencic' 
appeal was accordingly drawn up, and published in all th.c* papers : — 

** .PPEAL. 

“BRITISH WASHER WOM AN VOR chans’ HOMK. 

“ The ‘Washer woman’s- Orphans' Home' has now been established 
.seven years ; and the good which it has effected is, it may be con- 
fidently stated, incalculable. Ninety-eight orphan children of Washer- 
women have been lodged within its walls. One hundred and two 
British Washerwomen have been relieved when in the last sbige of 
-decay. One hi-ndred and NiNKrv-HiGH’r thousand articles of 
male and female dress have been washed, mended, buttoned, ironed, 
and mangled in the Establishment. And, by an arrangement with 
the governors of the Foundling, it is hoped that the Bauy-unrn OF 
THAT Hospital will be confided to the British Washerwoman’s Home ! 

^ With such prospects before it, is it not sad, is it not lamentable 
; to think, that the Patronesses of the Society have, been cpmpilled 
to reject the .applications of no less than three thqusASi^ ijight 
HUNDRED AND ONE BRITISH WASHERWOMEN, from lack .6f means 
for their support ? Ladies of England ! Mothers of England; jl to you 
we appeal. Is there one of you that win not respond to jffie cry in 
' l)ehaif of these deserving members of dur sex ? \ i ; 

; “ Jt has been determined by the Ladies-PatroneUds to '^ve a fete 
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at Beulah Spa, on Thursday, July 25 ; which will be graced with the 
first foreign ajnd native 1 ArLNT; by the first foreign and native Rank ; 
and where they beg for the attendance of every Washerwoman’s 

fUIEND.” 

Her Highness the Princess of Schloppenzollernschwigtnaringen, 
4 ;he Duke of Sacks-Tubbingen, His Kxi eller.cy Baron Strumpfif, llis 
Excellency Lootf- Alice- KoftlcC'-Bismill ih- Mohamed-Rusheed-Allali, 
the Persian Ambassador, Prince Futtec-J:»w, l-lnvoy from the King of 
Oude, His Excellency Don Alon/odi Carh.ichero y- Fandango-y-Casta- 
fiete, the Spanish Ambassador, Count Ravioli, from Milan, t]he Envoy 
of the Republic of Topinainbo, and a host of other fashionables, pro- 
anised to honour the festi\al : and ihoir names m;ulc a famous show 
in the bills. Resides these, we had the celebr.ited band of Moscow- 
musiks, the seveury-seven Tran;»Ylvcjnian trumpeters, aim the famous 
Bohemian Minnesingers ; with all the leading artists of London, Paris, 
-tlie Continent, and the rest of Kuroj.o 

I leave you to fancy what a splendid triumph for the British Washer- 
woman's Home was to come ofif that day A beautiful tent was 
erected, in which the Ladies Patronesses were to meet : it was btmg 
round with specimens of the skill of the washerwomen’s orphans; 
ninety-six of whom were to be feasted in the gardens, and Wtiited on 
b> the Ladics-T’atronesscs. 

Well, Jemmy find my daughter, Madame de Flicfiac, myself, the 
Count, Baron Punter, Tug, and l’agr„g, all went down in the chariot 
and barouchc-and-four, quite eclip/mg poor Lady Kilblazes and her 
carriage-and-two. 

There was a fine cold collation, to which the friends of the Ladies- 
Patronesses were admitted ; after which, my ladies and their beaux 
wwit Strolling through the walks ; Tagrag and the Count having each 
an arm of Jemmy ; the Baron giving an arm a-picce to Madame and 
Jemimarann. Whilst they were walking, whom should they light upon 
but pour Orlando Crump, ifiy successor in the perfumery and hair- 
cutting- . 

Orlando!^ says Jemimarann, blushing as red as a label, and 
holding out her hand. 

*^V}.en)iniarJ” says he^ holding out his, and turning as white as 

pomatiiti^ “ . 

Jemmy, as stately as a duchess. 

; What I lidiadam,'' says poor Crump, "don’t you remember ypii'r 
shopboy?*'- ■ 
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“ cSr* J'® “vat is dis canaille ? '» 

furiousrS STLt quite 

crowd. JemimarL::;^^^^^^^^ “ «- 

and ill ; and her mamma, therefore took her tSf" T 
heralongwith Madame Flicflac and 

the other gentlemen, in „Ser m "in Js " ' “erself with 

Flicflac‘’wd2n?Tprmig up S *^'“‘'‘’1 Madame 

forward to a irienVZS 2 " w W. and rushed 

the’S^mi^^™ 'utt'tTd'iJ £nS"4" ‘‘ 

hadr^L^-rt 

r^ decl'aratioa “'“‘ie her a 

■uS 7 77 •“■ “<■ »- 

,6m,». MiiSSs .r “? “ “■ *» 

“ ^ bin ya hupp lily lee, du bist ya hupp lily le, 

■ _ Ww Sind doch hupp lily lee, hupp k m! i^! ' I 

,<^*--'<>^e-<>‘iie-od.e.odle-odk^^^^ 

stanm, when Orlandolrted 

is » says I ; “and butforfh,.T^t^- ^ureaml* ily|the> 
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My Jemmy looked at Crump very fierce. ‘*Takc that feller away,” 
says she ; he has insulted a French nobleman^ and deserves trans- 
portation, at the least” 

Poor Orlando was carried off. “ IVe no patience with the litile 
minx,” says Jemmy, giving jemimarann a pinch. “ She might be a 
Baron’s lady ; and she screams out because his Excellency did but 
squeeze her hand.” 

^‘Oh, mamma! mamma!” sobs poor Jemimarann, “but he was 
t-t-tipsy.” 

“T-t-tipsy ! and the more shame for you, you hussy, to be offended 
with a nobleman who does not know what he is cloin^r.” 
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AUGUST-A TOURNAMENT. 


«v T”' “* ”° ®’'‘ H wL^» 

says. ?h^ 4fcess up jn amour, like playraetors, and run at eadi other 

;; b« «,d » «. '«^^:, 

.. ''v 

passage of arms at TUOpERlDGEmtS J> ; 'C>:/^;;’ -. . 

^ chivalry are not past The fair PaaiLlu'-r '-IV 
sfdendid entertainments have, so 
pap^» has detemined to aive tme. 


-' W . ' . . ^ ' • “r out a tou raarteitf '%> ■ 

■=32x-hi«cy.-p^ ,de -P-ntHr and'-Tltemas ■ 

^ the- knrgh-t^dfeiii^a-* ^^ -an 
of whpse le»eitoesa"tewir^-.th ^^^ *r 
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blend sweetly with the soft tones of Weippert and Coilinct» are amon^ 
the entertainments which the Ladye of T-gg-ridgevilie has prepared 
for her distinguished guests,” 

The Baron was the life of the scheme : he longed to be on horse- 
back, and in the field at Tuggeridgeville, where he, Tagrag, and a 
number of our friends practised : he was the very best tiltcr present ; 
he vaulted over his horse, and played such wonderful antics, as never 
were done except at Ducrow’s. 

And now— oh that I had twenty pages, instead of this shprt 
chapter, to describe the wonders of the day 1 — Twenty-four knights 
came from Ashley's at two guineas a head. We were in hopes to have 
had Miss Woolford in the character of Joan of Arc, but that lady did 
not appear. Wc had a tent for the challengers, at each side of which 
hung what they called escoachin^s^ (like hatchments, which they put 
' up when people die,) and underneath sat their pages, holding their 
helmets for the tournament. Tagrag was in brass*armour (my City 
connections got him that famous suit ) ; his Excellency in polished 
steel. My wife wore a coronet, modelled exactly after that of Queen 
CathaVinc, in Henry V.;” a tight gilt jacket, which set off dear 
Jemmy's figure wonderfully, and a train of at least forty feet. Dear 
Jemimarann was in white, her hair braided with pearls. Madame do 
Flldflac appeared as Queen Elizabeth; and Lady Blan.hc Bluenose 
.as a Turkish Princess, An alderman cf London and his lady ; twi> 
magistrates of the county, and the very pink of Croydon; several 
Polish^ noblemen ; two Italian Counts (besides Count) ; ono 
ten young ofheers, from Addiscombe College, in full 
unife^',' commanded by Major-General Sir Miles Mulligatawncy, 
K.C.B.‘,ni!id his lady ; the Misses Pimminy's Finishing Establishment,. 
andTourteen young ladies, all in white : the Reverend Doctor Wap- 
sh^^ and fQrty*nihe young gentlemen, of the first families, under his 
cbai^^werc only of the company. I leave you to fancy that^ 
ff; TO'jOTmy did seek for fashion, she haef enough of it on this occa-, 

. y^nted me to have mounted again, but my hunttngniay 

; besides, I s&tfy big enough for a real knight : sO^ 
as Ct^xe Insisted on my opening the Tournament— and I knew , 
it w^iS ^yaiia to jresist-^thc B^on smd Tagrag had undertskeii to"’ 
fhat 1 might come Off with safety; if I came off at alL They 
the Strand Thea^ a famous stud of hobby-^^i^s, 
wbmK^e^ j&ld.me hadb^ trained for the use bf the gimt /Lord 
Bateman, t did hcA kdow i^ctiy/what th^ yrere t8t they s^ved'; 
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but as they had belonged to a lord, I thought it was all right, and 
consented ; and I found it the best sort of riding, after all, to appear 
to be on horseback and walk safely a-foot at the same time ; and it 
was impossible to come down as long as I kept on my own legs ; 
besides, 1 could cuff and pull my steed about as much as 1 liked, 
without fear of his biting or kicking in return. As Lord of the Tour- 
nament, they placed in my hands a lance, ornamented spirally, in blue 
and gold : I thought of the pole over my old shop door, and almost 
wished myself there again, as I capered up to the battle in my helmet 
and breast-plate, with all the trumpets blowing and drums beating at 
the time. Captain Tagrag was my opponent, and preciously we poked 
c^ch other, till, prancing about, I put iny foot on my horse s petticoat ' 
behind, and down I came, getting a thrust from the Captain, at the 
same time, that almost broke my shoulder-bone. “ This was suffi- 
cient,” they said, for the laws of chivalry j ” and I was glad to get 
off so. 

After that the gentlemen riders, of whom there were no less than 
seven, in complete armour, and the professionals, now ran at the ring ; 
and the Baron was far, far the most skilful. 

How sweetly the dear Baron rides,” said my wife, who was 
always ogling at him, smirking, smiling, and waving her handkerchief 
to him. “ I say, Sam,” says a professional to one of his friends, as, 
after their course, they came cantering up, and ranged under Jemmy's 
bower, as she called it : — “ I say, Sam, Vm blowed if that .chap in 
hatmer mustn't have been one of hus.” And this only made Jemmy 
the more pleased ; for the fact is, the Baron had chosen the b^t TOy 
-of winning Jemimarann by courting her mother. 

The Baron was declared conqueror at the ring; and Jemmy’ 
awarded him the prize, a wreath of white roses, vrhich she placed on 
Ills lance ; , he receiving it gracefully^ and bowing, until the plumes of 
; . hjs helmet mingled with the mane of his charger, which backed td the 
diher end of the lists ; then galloping back to the place , where 
Jetnimaiftmn was seated, he begged her to place it oh his hehriet' . . The 
poqr .^irl blushed very much, and did so. As all the ;]^ple were 
. applauding, Tagrag rushed up, and, laying his hand on,-'tlie 
shoulder, whispered something in his ear, which made thp fttlttfr-Very 
' I suppose, for he shook him off violently. « 

says he, ** Monsieur de Taguerague,”— which means, I am Every 

man for himself.” And then he rode away,, throwing m the 

air, catching H, atid makihg his hoiie caper and prait^, to iheadmi- 
ration of all hehoMeri 
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After this came the Passa|;c of Arms.” Taj^ag and the Baron 
i<in courses against the other champions; ay, and unhorsed two a* 
piece ; whereupon the other three refused to liim out ; and preciously 
wc laughed at them, to be sure ! 

“ Now, it's our turn, Mr. Chicot? says Tagrag, shaking his fist at 
the llaron : " look to yourself, you infernal mountebank, for, by 
Jupiter, ni do my best » ” And before Jemmy and the rest of us, 
who Aveic quite bcw'ildcred, could sa> a word, these two ftiends were 
chdiging away, spears in hand, rea<iy to kill each other. In vain 
Jemmy screamed; in vain T threw down my truncheon . they had 
broken two poles before I could hay *'jack Kobinson,” and were 
driving at each other with the two new ones. The Baron had the 
woist of the first course, for he had almost been carried out of his 
saddle. “ Hark you, Chicot < ’’ w'rcanicd out Tagrag, icxt time 
look to your head ! And next time, sme enough, each aimed at the 
head of the other. 

Tagrag’s spear hit the right place ; for it canied off the Baron’s 
helmet, plume, rose-wreath and all ; but his ICxcellcncy hit truer still 
—his lance took Tagrag on the neck, and sent him to the ground 
like a stone. 

** Hes won ! he’s won !” says Jemmy, wavinjj hear handkerchief; 
Jcinimarann fainted, Lady Blanche screamed, aufl I felt so sick that 
1 thought 1 should drop. All the company were in an uproar : only 
the Baron looked calm, and bowed vci^y gracefully, and kissed his 
hand to Jemmy ; when, all of a sudden, a Jewishdooking man spring- 
ing over the barrier, and followed by tlirce more, rushed towards the 
Baron. ‘’Keep the gate, Bob !”hc hollo.is out. ‘‘Baron, 1 arfest 
you, at the suit of Samuel Levison, for ” 

But he never said for what; shouting out, “Aha !” and ‘^^SVx/- 
^rrrrisiie I ” and 1 don’t know what, his Excellency drew his sword, 
dog his spurs into his horse, and was over the poor bailiff, and off 
before amther word, lie had threatened to run through one of the 
bailiiPs followers, Mr. Stubbs, only that gentleman made liiay for 
him ; and when we took up the bailiff, and brought him round by the 
aid of aUttiebrandy-and-water,]ietoldusalL “I had a writagainsht 
him, Mishter C<»Esh, but 1 didn’t vant to shpoii shporl ; and, beshidesb, 
I didn’t know him until dey knocked off hia sbteel cap ! ” 

. • • # • • 

Here «asaprettrlw«lnes»l * 


X 
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SFPTl Mm R --OVER ROAKDT i) AND UNDLR-LODGI I) 

E had no gieat reason to biag ol 
oui tournaipcnt nt Tuggciwlge- 
\ille but iftei all, it was better 
thin the tuin-out at KV*>la/es 
wlieie pool Loid Htydowndcny 
went about in a black velvet 
diessing gown, ind the J mpcior 
Napoleon Bonypart appeared 
in cl suit of annour and silk 
stockings, like Mr PelFs ftiend 
in Pickwirk; wc, having em- 
ployed the gentlemen from 
Vstlcy\ AntUheatie, had some 
decent sport for our money. 

We never heaid a w ord from 
the Baton, who had so distinguished himself by his horsemanship, 
and had knocked down (and veiy justly) Mr. Nabb, the bailiff, and 
Mr. Stubbs, his man, who came to lay hands upon him. My sweet 
}emmy seemed to be very low in spints after his departiiic, and a sad 
thing it IS to see her in low spints on days of illness she no more 
minds giving JciTumarann a box on the cai, or sendmg a plate of 
muffins across a table at poor me, than she does taking hei tea. 

Jemmy, I say, was tcry low in spiiUs ; but, one day (I remember 
it was the day after Captain Higgins called, and said he had seen the 
Baron at Boulogne), she lowed that nothing but change of air would 
do her good, and declaied that she should die unless she went to the 
sea-side in France. I knew what this meant, and that I might as well 
attempt to resist her as to resist hei Gracious Majesty in Parliament 
assembled •, so 1 told the people to pack up the things, and took four 
places on board the ‘‘ Grand Tiifk’' steamer for Boulogne. 

, The travellingKaitiageii which, with Jemm/s thir^-seven boxe& 
and my carpet bag, was pxetty well loaded^ was sent on board the 




OVLR-nOARDED AXD UNDER-^LODGED. 275 

night before ; and we, after brcakf«isting m Portktnd Place (little did 
I think It was the— but, poh ! never mind), went down to the Custom 
House in the other carriage, followed by a hackney-coach and a cab, 
witli the servants, and fourteen band-boxes and ti-unks more, which 
\vcrc to be wanted by my dear gill in the journey. 

The road down Chcapside and Thames Street need not be de- 
senbed : wc saw the Monument, a memento of the wicked Popish 
massacre of St. Ilartholomcw ; -why erected here I can’t think, as 
St. Bartholomew is in Smithfield ;--we had a glimpse of Billingsgate, 
and of the Mansion House, where we saw the iwo-and-twcnty-shilhng 
coal smoke coming out of the chimneys, and- were landed at the 
Custom House in safety. I felt melanriioly, foi wc were going among 
a people of swindlers, as all Frenchmen ai*e thought to be ; and, 
besides not being able to speak the language, leaving our own dear 
country and honest countrymen. 

Fourteen porteis came out, and each took a package with the 
greatest civility ; calling Jemmy her ladyship, and me your honour ; 
ay, and your-honouiing and my-ladyshipping even my man and the 
maid in the cab. I somehow felt .all over quite melancholy at going 
away. ‘‘Here, my fine fellow,” sa>s I to the coachman, who was 
standing very respectful, holding his hat in one h.ind and JemmyS 
iewel-casc in the other litre, my fine chap,” says 1, “here’s six * 
sbillitigs for you ; ” for I did not care for the money. 

“ Six what ? ” says he. 

Six shillings, fellow,” shrieks Jemmy, “ and twice as much as 
your fare.” / 

Feller, marm ! ” says this insolent coachman. “ Feller yourself, 
marm : do you think I’m a-going to kill my horses, and break my 
precious back, and bust my carriage, and cariy you, and your kids, 
and your traps, for six hog?” And with this the monster dropped 
his hat, with my money in it, and doubling hi» fist, put it so very near 
my nose that I really thought he would have made it bleed. “My 
fare’s heightecn shillings,” says he, “ hain’t it ?— bask hany of these 
gentlemen.” 

“Why, it ain’t more than seventeen-and-six,” says one of the 
fourteen porters ; “ but if the genTman is a gcnTman, he can’t give 
no less than a suffering anyhow.” 

1 wanted to resist, and Jemmy screamed like a Turk; but, 
“HoUoa!” says one. “What’s the row?” says another. “Come, 
dub up I ” roars a third. And I don’t mind telling you, in confidence, 
that 1 was so frightened that I took out the sovereign and gave lU 

T 2 
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My WiBn. and Jemmy’s maid had disappjeared by this time : they 
al^Vl do vhfcn there’s a robbery br. a on, 

^ i go!$ig after them. ^^Stop,,Mrv Feigusdil ”*pipes a young 

gentleman of about thirteen, with a fed livery waistcoat that reached 
tp his ankles, and every variety of button, pin, string, tp keep it 
tpgOtber. “Stop, Mr. Hcff,” says he, taking a small, pipe out of his 
mouth, “and don’t forgit the cabman.” 

“ Meat’s your fare, my lad ?” says I. 

“Why, let’s see — yes— ho I— ray fare’s seven-and-thirty a^d eight- 
pence eggs— acly.” \ 

The fourteen gentlemen holding the luggage, here burst out and 
laughed very rudely indeed ; and the only person who seemed dis- 
appointed was, 1 thought, the hackney-coachman. “Why, 
rascal!” says Jertimy, laying hold of the boy, “do you want more 
than the coachman?” 

“Don’t rascal me, inarm!” shrieks the little chap in return. 

What’s the coach to me ? Vy, you may go in an omlibus for six- 
pence if you like ; vy don’t you go and buss it^ marm? Vy did you 
call my cab, marm? Vy am I to come forty mile, from Scarlot 
Street, Po’tl’nd Street, Po’tl’nd Place, and not git my fere, tnatm? 


Come, give me a suffering and a half, and don’t keep my boss a-vaiting 
all day.” This speech, which takes some time to write down, was 
made in about the fifth part of a second ; and, at the end of it, the 
young gentleman hurled down his pipe, and, advancing towards Jemniy, 
doubled his fist, and seemed to challenge her to fight. 

., ‘’ Jdy dearest girl now turned feom red to be as pale/as ^white 
Windsor, and fell into my arms. What was I. to do?/ vtv;cii®Wl 
ft, Policeman ! ” but a policeman won’t interferei, in Thames Street ; 
robbery is licensed there. What was I to do ? Oh ! my heatt^ts 


r^th 'paternal gratitude when I think of what my Tug did 1 ' 

vC!-r^. |oon as this young cab-chap put himself into a fighti%^^ii^ 

A' ■■ " 


; into his mamma’s face (the brass buttons 

^t^yete4.^^ ^ little), and, before we could say 
id^g fei which we Stood, (formed by the pbr^sts, 

X know 'how many newspa^trlfoys^ :oid- 


clp^^smen), and, whirling: about two 
;the '^tlen^h. lb the -ted waistcoat 

.feM^\bnes'.ti>icw:on tim enemy, was , 

|V^Bu£,la bfe$S'you‘! ji^Tug for 
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nothing ; and milled away— on?, two, right andilcft— like a little hero 
as he is, withal his dear "n&the^s spirit in hirttf : First, came a crack 
which sent a long dusky l^opted deep like a 

well, and had a loh^ black crape*rag i^isted round it-^iirst came a 
crack yrhich'^sdht ' this white hat spinning ov^ the ^deman's cab, 
and scattez$d;ahiong th^ crowd a vast number pf ihibgs. which the 
cabman ke^t in it, — such as a ball of string, a piece Of ean^e^ a comb, 
a whij^lasb, a little warbler, a slice of bacon, &c. 

:: The cabman seemed sadly ashamed of this display, bi^^Tug gave 
him no time : another blow was planted on his cheek-boSde ; and a 
tbirdrwhich hit him straight on the nose, sent this rude cabman 
straight down to the ground. 

" jbrayvd, my lord I" shouted all the people around. • S;' 

“ 1 won’t have no more, thank yer,” said the little cabman, gather- 
ing himself up. Give us over my fare, vil yer, and let me git .away ? ” 
^ “ What’s your fare now^ you cowardly little thief ?” says Tug* 

Vyjf then, two-and-eightpence,” says he. Go along, — you it 

And two-and-eightpence he had ; and everybody applauded Tug, 

' and' hissed the cab-boy, and asked.Tug for something to drink. We 


heard the packet-bell,ringing, and all run down the stairs to be in time. 

I now thought our troubles would soon be over ; mine were, very 
nearily so, in one sense at least : for after Mrs. Coxe and Jemimarann, 
anid Tjug^ and the maid, and valet, and, valuables had been banded 


it came to my turn. I had often heard of people being taken 
but seldom of their being set down by one/. ; Just as I 
^^|,i^bg’lbyer, the vessel rode off a little, the board slippc^^nd down 
the 'water*. You might have hfard. Mrs. Coxc^s ^riek as 
^^lar ,i^V@ravesend ; it rung in my ears as 1 went down, all gdeyed at 
, of leaving her a disconsolate widder. WeU/ti'p X came 

caught the brim of my beaver-hat— though l^bave heard 
Ilt^l'drowu^ men chtch at straws floated, and hoped to escape 

■ r crook ; and, luckily, just then, I felt' myself suddenly 
vmstbapd of my whites, and found myself hauled up in 
. end ^ ^ boat«hook, to sound of «Yehp X' yebo f 
? and so I was drag^ aboard. I was put to Jbedj md ., 
,^much water it ^ka very cpnsiderabla^'^iitity . 
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OCTOBER-^oTICE TO Quit. 

Janmy,\S J and 

and left, about thf Kn 
no such pe«on wasT ’ 

and being bent T 
«7nts,onmart;i„gh“fP;f ataJI 

a lord, she dct^miLrf^ daughter to 
f^aris, where as hi* u 
be possessed a ma^ifice^ u 

he caUed it --ana V ^ : hotel 

n’y being mjgS ] ’’^^per Jen,, 

Idea; but hotel, Jefou*if?‘ 

n>eans only a house j”l^*^ards, 
this reconciled her *“** 

the road from Ro ? ^ describe 

Wylflaforeira cwm^ 

■ ■?'•«. ft, . "'"■railo.q;,: 

Sh9ii^eerv ii af P«nuncfation t f^bdtijet^,; 
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Dihannas, Sultannas, Cachuchas, and heaven knows what ! There's 
the fat nian, who comes in with the twenty-three dresses on, and turns 
out to be the living skeleton ! There^s die clowhsi the sawdust, the 
white horse that dances a hornpipe^ the candles stuck in hoops, just 
as in our own dear country. 

My dear wife, in her very finest clothes, with all the world looking 
at her, was really enjoying this spectacle (which doesn’t require any 
knowledge of the language, seeing that the dumb animals don’t talk 
it), when there came in, presently, "the gr^at Polish act of the 
Sarmatian horse-tamer, on eight steeds,” which we were all of us 
longing to see. The horse-tamer, to music twenty miles an; hour, 
rushed in on foiu* of his horses, leading the other four, and skurried 
round the ring. You couldn’t sec him for the sawdust^ but everybody 
was delighted, and applauded like mad. Presently, you saw there 
ii^ere only three horses in front : he had slipped one more beWeeh his 
legs, another followed, and it was clear that the consequences would 
be fatal, if he admitted any more. The people applauded more than 
ever ; and when, at last, seven and eight were made to go in, not wholly, 
but sliding dexterously in and out, with the others, so that you did not 
know which was which, the house, I thought, would come down with 
applause ; and the Sarmatian horse-tamer bowed his great feathers to 
the ground. At last the music grew slower, and he cantered leisurely 
round the ring ; bending, smirking, seesawing, waving his whip, and 
laying his hand on his heart, just as we have seen the Ashley’s people 
dd. But fancy our astonishment when, suddenly, this Sarmatian 
.hojr^-tamer, coming round with his four pair at a canter, and being 
opposite our box, gave a start, and a— hupp ! which made all his horses 


stop^stock-still at an instant ! 

J^'Albert ! ” screamed my dear Jemmy : “ Albert 1 Bahbahbah-— 
The Sarmatian looked at her for a minute; an4 turning 
h^d over heels, three times, bolted suddenly off his horses, and away 
otttol o;sr§ight. . 

/ Excellency THE Baron de Punter I 

WRt off in a fit as usual, arid we never saw the. Baton* 
heard, afterwards, that Punter was an apprentice of, 
Fiiii)LConi’s, and had run away to England, thinking to better Wmi^, 
joined Mr. Richardson’s army ; but Mr. Richardson, ^dthen 
I^ndbh,'- d not agree ydth 'Mm ^ and vife, saw the last pf him as he 
, at the !I^iggendgqyille tournament ' ’ f 

in a ^ shall marry 
haw ; a barone^ for a daughter, atlcast you 
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shall be a baronet’s lady.” Poor Jcmimarann only sighed : she knew 
it was of no use to remonstrate. 

Paris grew dull to us after this, and we were more eager than ever 
to go i>ack to London : for what should we hear, but that that monster, 
Tuggeridge^ of the City— old Tug’s black son, forsooth !— was going to 
contest Jemmy’s claim to the property, and had filed I don’t know how 
many bills against us in Chancery ! Hearing this, we set off imme- 
diately, and we arrived at Boulogne, and set off in that very same 
Grand Tuik ” which had brought us to France. 

If you look in the bills, you will see that the steamers leave London 
on Saturday morning, and Boulogne on Saturday night ; so that there 
is often not an hour between the time of arrival and departure. Bless 
us ! bless us ! 1 pity the poor Captain that, for twenty-four hours at a 
time, is on a paddle-box, roaring out, " Ease her 1 Stop her !” and the 
poor servants, who are laying out bteakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, supper ; 
— ^breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, supper again for layers upon layers 
of travellers, as it were ; and, most of all, 1 pity that unhappy stewed, 
with those unfortunate tin-basins that he must ^ways keep an eye 
over. Little did we know what a storm was brooding in our absence \ 
and little were we prepared for the awful, awful fate that hung over 
our Tuggcridgeville property. 

Biggs, of the great house of Higgs, Biggs, and Blatherwick, was 
our man of business : when I arrived in London 1 heard that he had 
just set off to Paris after me. So we started down to Tuggeridgeville 
instead of going to Portland Place. As we came through the lodge- 
gates, we foimd a crowd assembled within them ; and there was that 
horrid Tuggeridge on horseback, with a shabby-looking man, called 
Mr. Scapgoat, and his man of business, and many more. ^ Mr. Scap- 
goat,” says Tuggeridge, grinning, and handing him over a sealed paper# 
here’s the lease; I leave you in possession, and wish you good 
morning.” 

possession of what?” says the rightful lady of Tuggeridge- 
leaning out of the carriage-window. She hated blade T^er- 
idg^, ns die called him, like poison : the very first week of our ennUpg 
to Portland when he called to ask restitution of sonto plate Ivhich 

he said wid his private property, she called liim a base-bom black- 
atnoor, and told him to quit die house. Since then there had been 
law-squabbles between us without end, and all sorts of writing^ meet- 
ings, and arbitrations, « 

Possession of my estate of Tuggeridgevillei madhm,” tcAts he. 




282 


COX^S DIARY. 


NOVEMBER— LAW LIFE ASSURANCE. 



E knew not what this toeaat;.autil we 
received a strange documefhl frbin Higgs, 
in London,— which begun, " Middlesex 
to wit. Samuel Cox, late of iportland 
Place, in the city of Westminster, in the 
said county, was attached to answer 
Samuel Scapgoat, of a plea, wherefore, 
with force and arms, he entered into one 
messuage, with the appurtenances, which 
John Tuggeridge, Esq., demised- to the 
said Samuel Scapgoat, fora term which is 
not yet expired, and ejected him*”. And 
it went on to say that " we, with force 
of arms, viz, with swords, knit^ and 
-staves, had ejected him.” Was there ever such a monstrous &fse* 
hood? when we did but stand in defence of our own ; and isn't it a 
sin that we should have been turned out of our rightful possesions 
upon such a rascally plea ? V ' 

Hige, Biggs, and Blatherwick liad evidently been bxib|si i Tpr^ 
would you believe it ?— they told us to give up possess^h at ^ 
wilL vrais found, and we could' not defend the action. 

; fosed their propo scorn, and laughed at the : 

it to be a forgery, a vile blackamoW fetfeery ; jmd 
this day, that the story of its having 
Calcutta, and left there with old 
f-hafesught to* EngJ;Mid> lafter a sdarch. ^^ 
y^miori iSh.a ciendalous 
xausi^' ws ttied. Why 

’ who'-j^i|faei-\'t^reloq[ue 

than 

l^am, fe'theyhoe^pF^j^^ 
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bribed too : for he actually threw up his case ! Had he behaved like 
Mr. Mulligan, his junior— ^nd to whom, in, this humble way, I offer 
my thanks — all might have been well. I never knew such an effect 
produced, as when Mr. Mulligan, appearing for the first time in that 
court, said, “ Standing here, upon the pidestal of secred Tliamis j . see- 
ing around me the amymints of a profission I rispict ; having before 
me a vinnerable judge, and an elightened jury — the counthry's gipry, 
the netion*s cheap defender, the poor man’s priceless palladium : how 
must I thrimble, my lard, how must the blush bejew my cheek — 
(somebody cried out " O checks / ” In the court there was a dreadful 
roar of laughing ; and when order was established, Mr. Mulligan con- 
tinued :) — My lard, I heed them not ; I come from A counthry 
accustomed to opprission, and as that counthry— yes, my lard, 
Ireland^idiO not • laugh, I am proud of it) — is ever, in spite of her 
tyrants, green, and lovely, and beautiful : my client’s cause, likewise, 
will rise shuperior to the malignant imbecility— -I repeat, the malig- 
nant IMBECILITY — of thosc who would thrample it down ; and in 
whose teeth, in my client’s name, in my counthry’s— ay, and my own — 

I, with folded arrums, hurl a scamful and eternal defiance 1 

“For heaven’s sake, Mr. Milligan” — (“Mulligan, me lard,” 
cried ray defender)— “ Well, Mulligan, then, be calm, and keep to your 
brief.” . , 

Mr. Mulligan did ; and for three hours and a quarter, in a speech 
cramix^ed with Latin quotations, and unsurpassed for eloquence, he 
explained the situation of me and my family; the romantic manner in 
which -Tuggeridge the elder gained his fortune, and by which it after-, 
wards qatne to my wife ; the state of Ireland ; the original auid vir- 
tuous, poverty of the Coxes — from which he glanced passionately, for a 
few "minutes , (until the judge stopped him), to the poverty of his own 
country i my excellence as a husband, father, landlord ; my wife’s, as a 
wife, mother, landlady. All was in vain— the trial went against us. I 
soon tali^ in execution for the damages ; fi;ve hundred pounds of. 
l3w''e;iq>^8es of my. own, and as much more of Tuggeridge’s. He 
wouldnpt pay a faril^g, he said, to get me out of a much worse place 
thaxx 1 need not tell you that along with the land went the 

hou^^h^i(^,\and the mon^ in the funds* Tuggeridge, he who had 
ihooS^E^^he^ had It sdL And when 1 was in prison, who do you 
and see me ? None oif the Barons, nor Counts,. nof' 
nor Excellimcies;. who used to fill PUr 1 
anS' eaA expen^f^npt even the Ungrateful ^agi^i; 

..I hoW spying W iiiy dewr wife, “ See, my love, we 
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have been gentlefolks for exactly a year, and a pretty life we have had 
of it In the first place, my darling, we gave grand dinners, and 
everybody laughed at us/' 

.. -<Yes^ and recollect how ill they made you,” cries my daughter. 

! ; We ask^ great comply, and they insulted us/' 

And spoilt mamma's temper,'' said Jemimaranm 

. " Hush ! Miss,” said her mother;, “we don’t vroxityour advice.” 

“ Then you must make a country gentleman of me.” 

^ “And send Pa into dunghills,” roared Tug, 

“ Tlien you must go to operas, and pick up foreign Barons and 
Counts.” 

“Oh, thank heaven, dearest papa, that we are rid of them,” cries 
my little Jemimarann, looking almost happy, and*kissing her old 
pappy. 

“And you must make a fine gentleman of Tug there, and send 
him to a fine school.” 

“And I give you my word,” says Tug, “ Pm as ignorant a chap a- 
ever lived.” 

“ You're an insolent saucebox,” says Jemmy ; “ you've learned that 
at your fine school.” ‘ 

“ Pve learned something else, too, ma'am ; ask the boys., if I 
haven't^” grumbles Tug. 

“ You hawk your daughter about, and just escape marrying her to 
; a swindler.” 

“ And drive oflf poor Orlando,” whimpered my girh 

“ Silence i Miss,” says Jemmy, fiercely. 

“ You insult the man whose father’s property you and 

Imng me into this prison, without hope of leaving.it : for he:pm^r,can 
5 jhelp us after all your ^d language.” I said all this ve'^.smart^ ; for 
the fact is, my blood was up at the time, and I determined^td;.riite my 
soundly, ' . . 

- ^ phl Sammy,?' said she, sobbing (for the poor^i^g?s spirit was 
fqya^ broken), “it's all true; Pve^''’^ very, vedjj^^ 

>\and;l’ye pnnished my dear husby\iMd children P^y^ foUi^i juid 1 

Jendmarann at oiice bbj|^t.#t^^ing, 
,;an4 ftqng .herself^ her mamma’s anns, and . Bie 
^bbU &r ten miziht^^ together* . Evtn Tug ioo^4 <1^6^ for 

a most ox but l*m blj^ 

didn't make 

bur good 

I'^s Jk>cked.up; 
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Poor Orlando Crump came to see us evciy day; and we, who had 
never taken the slightest notice of him in Portland Place, and treated 
him so cruelly that day at Beulah Spa, were only tod glad of his 
company now. He used to bring books for my girl, and a bottle of 
sherry for me; and he used to take home Jemmy's fronts and dress 
them for her; and when locking-up time came, he used to see the 
ladies home to their little three-pair bed-room in Holboth, where they 
slept now, Tug and all. Cart the bird forget its nest ? ” Orlando 
used to say (he was a romantic young fellow, that’s the truth, and' blew 
the flute and read Lord Byron incessantly, since he was separated 
from Jemimarann). ^ Can the bird, let loose in eastern climes, fbrget 
its home? Can the rose cease to remember its beloved bulbul ?-r-Ab,^ 
no I Mr. Cox, you made me what 1 am, and what 1 hope to die-^a 
hairdresser. I never see a curling-irons before I entered your shop, 
or knew Naples from brown Windsor. Did you not make over your 
house, your furniture, your emporium of perfumery, and nine-and- 
twenty shaving customers, to me? Are these trifles? Is Jemimarann 
a trifle? if she would allow me to call her so. Oh, Jemimarann, your 
Pa found me in the wOTkhouse, and made me what I am. Conduct 
me to my grave, and 1 never, never shaE be different ! ” When he had 
said this, Orlando was so much affected, that he rushed suddenl;^ on 
his hat and quitted the room. 

Then Jemimarann began to cry too. “ Oh, Pa I said she, ** isn’t 
he — isn’t he a nice young man ? ” 

Pm hafiged if he ain’t,” says Tug. “ What do you think of his 
giving me eighteenpence yesterday, and a bottle of lavender-wat^ for 
Mimararm?” 

y He' might as weU offer to give you back the shop at any rate,” 
says Jemmy- ' 

tf^.What! to pay Xuggeridge’s damages? My dear, Pd sooner die 
than give Tuggeridge the chance.” 



286 


COX’S DiARY. 


DECEMBER-FAMILY BUSTLE. 

'JOGJERIDGE vowed that I should finish 
\ I when he put me in prison 

' ‘ - It appears that we both had reason "o be 

Godr?jel®"r’'^T’ 

^od ! I learned to be sorry for my bad 

he With you, so much as your wife • and I 
rave withdrawn my claims which’ I had 
against you while you were in wronSut 
possession of my father’s estates. Yo„ 
_ must remember that when, on exanuna- 

.fiwmd, I yielded up his property 

I iMded were his legitimate heirs For this 'l 
:-:W?«lts,from your wife and yoSf ih„^ • sorts of 

the discovery of a will in jL?! 

V,>hust .r^mber how they were met just c^ns, you 

•LJ^th.wWcb you sought to oppose tS. 

find one to suit you. « .». ,«ock and ^oft. 

ei$lnses. You have. I am tSrfsSrr*^ 

Jikes to try his fortune ahi^ ® ^ f ^ if he 











FAMILY BUSTLE, jb/ 

It was Mrs. Breadbasket, the housekeeper, who brought this lettei, 
and looked mighty contemptuous as she gave it » 

** 1 hope, Breadbasket, that your master will send me my things 
at any rate,” cries Jemmy. “ Theic*s seventeen silk and satin 
dresses, and a whole heap of trinkets, that can be of no earthly use 
to him.” 

“ Don’t Breadbasket me, mem, if you please, mcm. My master 
says that them things is quite obnoxious to your sphere of life. 
Breadbasket, indeed ! And so she sailed out. 

Jemmy hadn’t a uord; she had grown mighty quiet since we 
had been in mi>foitune : but my daughter looked as happy as a 
queen ; and Tug, when he heaid of the ship, gave a jump that nearly 
knocked do'wn poor Oilando. “Ah, I suppobO youll forget me now?” 
siys he, with a sigh; and seemed the only unhappy person in com^ 
pany. 

“ Why, you conceive, Mr. Crump,” says my wife, with a great deal 
of dignity, “ that, connected as ive are, a young man bom in a 
work- — 

“AVoman!” cried I (for once in my life dctci mined to have my 
own way), “hold >our foolish tongue. Your absurd pride has been 
the luin of us hitherto; and, from this day, 1 ll have no more of it, 
llaik ye, Orlando, if you will take Jcmimarann, you may have her; 
and if you’ll lake five hundicd pounds for a half bh.ire of the shop, 
they’re yours; and //laff for you, Mrs. Cox.” 

And here we are, back again. And 1 write this fiom the old back 
shop, where we are all waiting to see the new year in. Orlando sits 
yonder, plaiting a wig for my Lord Chief Justice, as happy as may be ; 
and Jemimarann and her mother have been as busy as you can 
imagine all day long, and are just now giving tl&e finishing touches to 
the bridal-dresses; for the wedding is to take place the day after 
to-morrow. IVe cut seventeen heads off (as I say) this very day; and 
as for Jemmy, i no more mind her than I do the Emperor of China 
and all his Tambarins. Last night we had a merry meeting of our 
friends and*^ neighbours, to celebrate our reappearance among them; 
and very merry we all were. We had a capital fiddler, and wc kept it 
up till a pretty tidy hour this morning. We begun with quadrills, but 
I never equld'do 'em well; and after that, to please Mr. Crump and 
his intendeds, ^ gallopard, which I found anything but easy; 
for 9 ince I am come bade to a life of peace and comfort, it’s astonish'* 
ing how stout Fm gettii^. So we turned at once to what Jemmy 
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and me excels country dance; ivhich is rather surprising, as we 
was both brought up to>^ town life. As for young Tug, he showed off 
in d. §ailor!s hornpipe : which Mrs. Cox says is very proper for him to 
leart^ now he is intended for the sea. But stop! here comes in the 
jpuhchbowls; and if we are not happy, who is? 1 say I am. like the 
3wisb people, for 1 can't flourish out of my native hair* , 
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CAPTAIN KOOK AND UR PlofON. 



Hr statistic mongers and 
dealer* m geot^rapliy hive lal- 
ail lied to a nicety hou in my 
quartern loaves, bus of non, 
pigs of lead, sicks of wool, 
Tuiks, Quikers, Method ists,^ 
J(H&, Cithoiics, and Chuiib 
«>f I hnd men iie consumed 
oi piocliiced m the ditforent 
couutneb of this wicked world 
I should like to sec an accu 
latc table showing the rogues 
and dupes of cuh nation; 
the (alcuUtion would forln a 
pietly matter for a philosophei 
to speculate upon Iheimnd 
loves to repose md 
benevolently ovei thd^rex- 


ptHMpe# mim* What Unevee ane there in Pans, O heavens * and 


rqgues with pigtads and mandarin buttons at Pddn t 
«ne there at this very moment pursuing tWr 
! ho^ltuiAyscouiidhto are saying then praye^ 
elo^fclq Ciafm ’ how la^my scores ate jobbing un^ the 

pee^ (jhieaai Chttsuna ^ what an Inetdmate num^t of rascals 
is aaddrmkiag flat smalhbeer m aU 

t or eb4 without a mg to them* ebony backs^ 
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swigging t)x4[tof g;ilate6bie$> wS. toeaited with p^Aivoil> lolling 

at the ^oors of tdhy Ispxlb^te ^ ')j^1)u(!i||p0) It i$ not 

nece$$e^etoma}t6 any m w 

ihg tfih above position, to go thto^h the vAcii^ Vi^hc is 

a ba4 pibiosopher who has not all things In tomd'^am>dll»es not 
in his speculauons or his estimate of mankind 4hly con^iKle^and weigh 
Uiem. And it is fine and ctnsolatot> to thmk that fh^h^hil Nature, 
which his piovided sweet flowers for the humnnng bee > fair running 
stietms for glittering fish , stoie of kids,deer; goats» and dUier &esh 
meat for rodiing lions , for aUise cats, mice , for mice« cheeseit and so 
on , establishing thioughout the whole of her realm the gteat doctrine 
ilut where a demand is, there will be a sjpply (see tile lomairOes of 
Adam Smith, hl'ilthuS) and Ric irdo, and the philosophit al works of 
Miss Martmeau) 1 siy it is consolator> to think that^ as Nature has 
provided flics foi the food of hshes, md flowers for bees^ so kjie has 
<.reated fools tor i ogucs , and thus the scheme is consistent throughout 
Vcsi, observation, with cvtenbive view, will discovei Captam Rook^^all 
over the world, and Mr Pigeons made for their benefit Whontor 
shines the sun, you ue sure to had l^olly basking m it , and knavery 
IS tlie shadow at J olK’s heels 

It IS not, howeici, necessary to go to St Petersburg or Pektft fpt 
rogues (md m truth 1 don’t know whether the Timbuctoo* Captain 
Rooks prefer ciibbage or billiards) ‘•We are not birdsi" as Ihe 
Irishman says, ‘‘ to be in half a dozen places at once , ^ so let uk prP 
termit all consideiations of rogues in other countries, eximinuig only 
thobe who flourish under our very noses I have tiatelted mjudjb 
seen many men and cities , and, in truth, 1 think that our coutSky of 
England piodugcs the best soldiers, sailors, lazm^ tailors, brewers, 
hatters, and i ogoes, of all Especially there is no cheat like an English 
cheat Our society produc es them in the greatest numberb as w^ as 
of the greatest excellence We supply all Europe with | defy 

you to point out a great city of ^e Continent where of! 

thentane not to be found proofs of our enterprise and 
home manufacture ^ Iry Rome, Cheltenham, Baden, Xo^^ili^ 
or ^^mrskoseb I have been in every one of them,,and4||^ 
hcmmil (hat the Enghshman is the best mscaS to he 
better thaq your eager Frenchmans, yodr swggph^mg lnshma%lw 
a p»d waistcoat ahd red whiskeri , your 
horrid goggle eyes and prufhse diamond shir^pi&s ; »yotin Ml^-faced 
GkrmanbgroOjWith whim moostochd and dpid^ih^ 
fingers, and great goldthnmb-hng; better even dkadyetm nox^enpt 
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Russian-^swmdlcr and Si;>y (is he j» ioW^y and education— tliL 
most danjcipes antagonrtt htvtk.it hp$t coat even it 

Vienna? viho Bas the neatest hnuslatM Baden? yvhit dmkk t^e be.t 
champagt^efat Psodt? Captain ^ooti^ te M aure, of her Buuimu 
Maje^a seirvjce .—he kas bee<i of the setvicc^ that i$ to bay^ but often 
finds It ceavtolent io sell out 

The life of a blackleg, which is the name contemptuousl> applied 
to Captain Rook m his own country, is auch an eas»y, comfortable, 
carelebs, tnetiy one^ that I can*t conceive why all the world do not 
turn Captain Rooks; unless, may be, thcic are some m>bterics and 
' dlfficttitics id It winch the vulgir know nothing of, and which onl> men 
of ml genius can overcome Call on Uiptiin Rook in the day (ui 
London, he lives about St J mWs , abioad, he ha^ the ver> best 
looms in the very best hotels;, and >ou will Imd him U one oVlock 
dressed In the very tincst ft^dt t/ Auimb}t^ before i bieakfist-table 
cOveied With the piettiest pitucs and delicacies possible, smoking, 
P^bapS) one of the biggest Mecis< haum pipes >ou ever saw ; rcidmg, 
Mi^nuig Po\t^ 01 a novel (he has only one volume m his 
whpl6 loom, and tlut fiom i cirruhting libraty) , ot hiving his halt 
dr«5$8ed | or talking to a tailoi about waistcoat pit terns , oi dimkmcr 
sodawater with a glass of sheny ; all this he doi s cvei> morning, and 
It does not seem very difficult, and lasts until llnee llnee, he goe » 
to a horsendealer’s, and lounges theie foi h ilf in Loi , at toui he is to 
be scon at the window of his Club at hve, be is cantering and cur* 
vetting m Hyde Park with one or two moie fho docs not know any 
llAit many male acquaintances some, stout old gentlemen 
rid&^CQlW,|^ho knew his family, and give him a uily grunt of re* 
<!pgm6on; som^ very young Uds with pdc dissolute fires, little 
rnoumches perhaps or at Icist little tufts on thou ciuu, uho liad him 
edgerly as a man ef lashion) : at seven, he has a dinner at Longs'' 
or ftt and so to bed very kkely at five m the mom* 


ixkg, a qbiet game of wFiist, broiled bones, and punch 

he dines early at a tavern m CovCnt Gaiden ; after which, 
' lOT li^ at the theatre m a private box (Captain Rook aifetta 

a good deal> In the box, besides himself, you will 
^nmde ^ ^ung tean^^veiy young'*«H»ne of the lads who spoke to 
Jam in the Pal^ and accmple ofjadies . one shabbyi 

mdam^e^yf with npindittriOiur small white ringlety, fauige 

bands and nftided light jbdee edkgown ; sne has a large cap, 

edth yi^ow,imrd ott 9^ Ht crumpled fiowem add greasy 
UrniiK iace/ nd)aie large gilt eai>dngS| and sits bapk. and nobody 
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little house m Mayfair, whkA has )«st bai^i^V^tiiished d ia Lotas 
Quatotsm by Freddy/as ' !t is even said 

that the little camagi^ with Mariadnves 

hers^lp ^ach a &sdteatingr my tM ^ai%iKa$ jKjitibased for 

her hyPgidiyteo i ay, ahd that (Japiahi lloolc g^h: for 
bargek of c<)fun«. * * 

Such i$ Captaib Kook’s Ufoi Can anythiim^ be l^rt; na^ ? Sup- 
pose Marla sa)s, Come home, Kook, and heat a cotd«;hfohen with 
VL% and of hiced champagne and suppoia he gde$, and alter 

chkhen^Jeeit for fon^Maru proposes a httlft chlckendim^ 
only l^ays 'shillings, while Freddy, a little boTder, won't mit^ half- 

pohed stakes htmself Is there «myqieat harm in all this? Wel],aflcr 
hatf^^hour, Maria grows tired, and Mis$ Hickman has been nodding 
asleep In tho coiner long ago ; so off the two laches set, candle in h^nch 
**P — 0 hi f red,” says Capiam Rook, pouring out for that young 
gendeman his filleenth gU&s of champagne, what luck you arojn, if 
yojjl did 'but know how to back it * ” 

^ What more natural, and eien kind, of Rook than to say this ? 
Ftdd is evidently an inexperienced pli>er ; and every experienced 
player knows that there is nothing like backing ypur luck Fieddy 
does. Wen ; fortune is proverbially vanable ; «ind it is not at all sur- 
pdamg tIstVt Freddy, after having had so much luck at the commence* 
meht of the evening, should have tlie tables turned . n hhn at some 


time otJien— Freddy loses. 

It 1$ deuced unlucky, to be st^rc, that he should have won .ill the 
co$^ end lost all the great ones , but there is a plan which the 
coi^j^emt jp^ayHonad knows, an infallible means of retrieving yourSelf * 
at^pttiy doubling your stake. Say, you lose a guinea i 
you,bet^fmro guineas, which if you win, you wm 'a guinea and ycfixx 
: if you lose, you have but to bet four guineas on the 
iht^ stmi% ^gbt On the fourth, »xteen on the fifth, thitty-two on the 
sisilb t^lud 00 on. It stands to reason that you cannot lose always j 
and tipi vmy first time you wiib all your losfogs are nude up to yoa» 


tliffe b ti^ut onsidtawhack to this infallible process ; if you begin dt 
n eve^ time you bee, and lose fifteen times, you wQI 

hssm *10^ s^nteen thouisand three hundred and mj^ty^four 

j a which probably exceeds the amount of ybmr yearly 
under drat figupa . \ 

fibiS fisMffhen, yet; ^but tw%sa p6orw 
haomm fot.ttrtist be by 

iSa,tq lose i be 
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that is, increases ^taJc^^and backs h{s ilMuck . whii^ a man does 
Uns, it tSjidl om / 

WlAn CftptaiUil^'Sod^ (tlfe $tm ii peemg through the 

sh^fSimifit the Iktlft dt 4 ti^g**r^m in Cmon Street, anid'tb^ ghastly 
hovr bleared his Inok as>Ke w l^**-whcn 

Kode goe$ bome> he has Freddy^s I O ICFs b m|^et to 
t^aqiatua^ say, of tiiree hundred pbuods. Some say«tbat 

Marta has half of the money ^vhtn it is paid ; but this I don’t bej^ove : 
is Cijptain Rook the kmd' of fdlow to give up a purse wh^ his hattd 
11$^ once clawed hold of it? * ^ *k » 

BO this, however, true or not, it concerns us very l&tie/ The 
Captain goes home to King Street, plunges into bed much too tired 
to say his prayeis, and wake^ the nect moining at twelve to go over 
such another day as we have just chalked out for him. As for ^ddy^ 
not poppy, nor imindragora, nor all the soda-water at the chemist’s, 
can ever medicine him to that sweet sleep which he might have had 
but for his loss. //I h'^d but played ray king of hearts/’ sighed 
Fred, ^^and kept back my trump ; but there’s no standing against a 
fellow who turns up a king seven limes running ; if I //ar^even but 
pulled up When Thomas (emse him !) bought up that mfemal Cura^oa 
punch, I should have saved a couple of hundred,” and so on go 
Freddas laxnentationb. O luckless Freddy ! dism^ Freddy t sUly 
gaby of n Freddy ! you are hit now, and there is no cure for you but 
bleeding you almost to death’s door. The homaopathic nta^Jm of 
npnka which means, I believe, that you atw to be cured 

hair of, the dog that bit you”--must be put in practice with 
re^rd to Freddy-*«on}y not in homccopathic Indnitesunal do$a$ ; no 
of the dog^hat bit him ; but, vur vend, the dog of the hair th«it 
Freddy has b^n to play;— a mere trifle gt'^t, but 
play it out; he must go the whole dog thgi^ kno 


him. He must play until he can play no iporei 
pj^yWtii he h^s not a shilling left to play with, when^pm^^ lit 
n^y tCjvn ah honest man, though die odds are agam^ bi^ ^ 

bOt»b^U in &vonr of his being a swindler always 5 a m k 
oue^gathecaaemaybe, I need not tdOI Freddy’s nanj^; I 
it^an#»onh&cardt- - ^ 


--e-r 


Mit«]fRi^£Ri:cit namwi 
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thou^d potinds zSf the Derby^ just you and J, would lay down 
twopoa^ce^b^tlfp^lk^ half m oun^ of ^!Vlto h^s won 

these idiQboi^ ^ Is^h Mr &jrbo)(i(frd» $t Bond^ ^ Jkdoioi^des- 
Etruj^i^? (I do not call tilidse latter ^ their 

Sjj^p^tiiolfi IS a cettamtv) , but who wins hiS d^«]mrybody 

tnofteywho plays and loses? Much ^ the 

absence of Mr Crockfoid » many notes ate given With<to the inter* 
fetenca of the Bonds , there aie hundreds of tjbtoussAds Of glpfll^t^ars 
who me / rs men to the ^alon^s-Firan^ers* ** , 

No^ iny dear sn, it is not m the public gambling houses thgt the 
money i& lost it is not id them that youi virtue is chiedy in dagger 
Bettoi by Jhali lose your income^ your fortune, 01 your master's money, 
in a decent public hell, than m the private soaety of such tpen as 
my friend Captain Rook , but we ire a,7im and again digressing , the 
point 1% IS the Captains ttade a good one> and does it >ield tolerably 
good mteiest foi outla> and capital^ 

T;o tlie latter questi ni first -^at this very season of M$y, Whftn 
the ftopks aie very young, have you not, mv dear fnendu often tasted 


them m pics?— they are then so tender that you cannot tell the 
difierpnce between them and pigeons So, m like manner, our Rook 
has been m his youth undistinguisbable from 1 pigeon* He dbes as 
he has been done by yea, ht, has been plucked as evof| nchiv he 
plucks hiS fnend Mr Ftedenck Pigeon Say that he begaur the world 
With ten thousand pounds every maravcdi of this is gone j ahd may 
be considered as the capital which he has saenheed to leajha 
liavmg «;pcnt 10,000/, then, on an annuit> of 650^, he mplft lopk to 
a iftteiest for his money- sa> fifteen hundred, two thousand, 
bt thou)»and pounds, decently to repay hie risk ai^ft libom. 


JBi^m the money sunk m the first place, his profession ttquims 
aai^bual outlays, as thus^ 

hacludiQg £pbom. Goodwood, Ascot, ^ 

s^rvsnW And bojud . . • . 4 ./^ 

sod touting * . 

OhweH tieiadkercshisi^ perf^mery, md tobacco (very stodemtA) ^ 0 o 

^ 

' >’ *' ' 
ct^‘t 4 'an^ en the pra6«ri^ 

«|U( ^ anhlml 
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expenses , qo^ it is not % good {)rofesi^ion : it is ;/^/ good interest foi 
one’s moiitey ; it is a fall' ip^meraftion for a gentleman of birth, 
indnstiy, and : and W friend Clgptmp, arhd groaU ht\ 
pay, bUsijf hi^^eyes that he 'was not bom a g^ntleiman and up 
to sneh gii.tfnpfodi^ble codling os this. Consideil'iilg hia*t;INHibtei hi> 
outlay, hl^ Ut&f and breeding, the Captain is most w^kedty and 
basely Awaiiddd. And when he is obliged to retreat, when h» hand 
ttembl^ but eredtt ts fallen, his bills laughed at by every tnoncy 
lendet In Edrojpe, his tailois rampant ind incxorablc^ip fact^^hcn 
tbe of hfe wjU sauter for him no morc-~*who will bdp the play- 
worn vetertn ^ As Mitchel sings afltr Aristophanes — 

In gloiy he was sttn, when h« >tii i-> >i t - «/** 

But now when his cU tve is on hnn 

<jod help him , for no ()c ol th sv. who p i s him by, 

Thfows i looi oi compission up >ii him * 

Who ipdeed will help him not his family, for he ha^ bl< d his lather, 
his Uiifite, his old grandmother , he has had shoes out of his *isieis’ 
portions, and duarrelled with hi$ brothers in 1 iw , the old iicople aie 
dead;: the young ones hate him, and will hmi notlnng Who 
will help him ?— not his friends ; in the tirst place, my tkat sir, a 
man's friends ver> seldom do in the seiond plate, it is Captain 
Kook's business not to keep, but to gi\e up his friends 11 is aiqiiaint 
ances do not last more than a year , tne time, n during winch 
he IS employed m plucking them , then they pait Pigeon has not a 
'Singlg fta^r left to his tad, and how should he help Kook, whom, au 
he beo. le^imed to dcte^it most cordi ilh, and h is found out to 
be a taon'd f When Rook’s ill day comrs, a is «>imply because be has 
no , he baa eiJiaustcd them all, plucked every one as 

<leaAOgi^t>ahn of your hand And to amve at thrs conclusion, 
RpOh bag spending sixteen hundred a >car, and the prime of his 
sunk ten thousand pounds ^ It this a propci? 
teMx^U^ ^^entloman? ! say it is a sm and a shame tbatan English 
be allowed thus to drop down the stream withOitt n 

oi the above lemarks I take to be this ; that black* 
and bO^^et parents and gnaedi^ 
children to sm^a^ollaijhtfsii scirffy 

It that thM aie immeincKvidiidf|ia who 

iia^ ^dh a natmfal tibat.wo hhirgmies or 
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must kn6w there were two litttc Rooks now growing m the rookciy , 
and very ha|ppy Wigre father and mother^ I oiin tell you, to put meat 
down then* ^t^cr llttte throats Oh, if ever a man was good and 
happy, it was Athpoasnts \ if ever at w^onun was happy and good, it 
was his : not the whole parish, not the wholo county, not the 
wh0le" hinsdom, could produce such a snug rectory, or such a pleasant 
mimgi, 

Ad>anasius’s fahie as a scholai, too, was great ; and os his charges 
wero veryhfjBih, andasheteceived but tv o pupils, thcie was, of course, 
much anxiety among wealthy piients to place <hen children under his 
care. Puti^re squires, bankers, >e i. loids and dukes, came to piodt bv 
his instructions, md were led b> him gricefully over the Asses* 
budge” into the sublime regions of mathcu atics. oi through the syn* 
tax incO the pleasant paths of < Lissu loie. 

In the midst of these compmions, Tom Rook giew up, more 
fondled and petted, of course, than they, rlevcici than they; as 
handsome^ dashing, wcU-mstruded i lad for Ins years as ever wtot 
to college to be a senior wrangler, and went down without any such 
honouu , 

Fancyi tlien, our young gentleman installed at i ollege, whither his 
fathei hai^ token him, and wiili fond veteran recollections has surveyed 
h<4U and grass-plots, and the old porter, and the old fountain, and 
the old rooms m which he used to live K,u)cy the sobs ot good 
little MrSh Rook, as she parted with hci bov ; <md the tedrs of sweet 
pale as she clung round his neck, and brought hun (in a silver 

paper, $lohi?erwd with many tears) a little crimson silk puiso (with 
two guinfeaa of her own in it, poor thing *) Fancy all this, and fancy 
younig^ Toimr Sony too, but yet restless and glad, panting for the new 
life OfMAing upon him ; the freedom, the joy of the manly simple foi 
fame, efhfoh he vows he will win, Tom Rook, m other w<u4s, is 
at Tnnity College, attends lectures, reads at home, goes to 
oha^ usqs wine>parties moderately, and bids fnr to be one of the 
of his year. 

Tom^goes down for the Christmas vacation. (\Vh«it a map. he is 
jhwwivandtiow his sister and mother quarrel which shall walk with 
him the .Village ; and what stones the old gentleman lugs out 

with Portland how be, quotes /Bs«^hylus, to be sure *) The 

ppl^^W uid the titree have Tom in quiet. Alas! 

i groWh a little too quiet for Tom - however ^ 

fie amdOjf of mornings; and sister iiartfet peep# 

With a geeat deal of Won<l[^ UUO huge books of a^bhlilig-papcr, 
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containing many strange diagrims and compliCdted arrangements of 
andys 

May cotnes; and the college examinations ; the delighted patent 
receives at bieakfast, on the loth of that^)nonth» two letteis, as 
follotvs 


From riii- Rii\ Soiomon Snorifr ro ihr Rnv. ArfiANasro^ Kook 


“ Dfak Crfoo *<—1 wish }ott \ottr Hd is the best man Of his year, 
nnd I hope in fom more to sec him st our table In classics he is, m) dear 
(r*cnd,/r/^ 7 p/fv» rpsj m mathematics he 'a as luii hard ii/m) by aUd of 

the name of Siyck, a Westmoreland man and a swer We must Ve%p up 
Ihomas to his mathcmatiLS, and 1 ha\e no doubt mc shall make a felloa and 
I wraftglei of him 

I send >ou lus college bill, 105/ lor , lathu hcav>, but this is the fiist 
term, and that >on know is expensive I shall be glad to give you a receipt 
for It By the way, the young man is lath r too fond of amuscHneni, find 
lives with a verv expensive set Gm him 1 lecture on this score,«~Vouis, 

“Son SKORUgR” 


Next comes Mn Tom Rook’s own lettei it is long, modest , we 
only give the postscript — 

t 

« p s — t)cif raihci, I foigot to say that, xs I live in the Veiy best set w 
the Umvcisiiy, (Loid Bognig, the Puke’s eldest son yott know, vows he will 
give mt a living,) 1 base beenkd into one 01 two expenses which fnghten 
you I lost ;^30 to the honoonble Mi Pcuceace (a son of lixU^Cnills) at 
Bigwig’s, the other da} at dinner , and owe /;s4 oioie for desiMs and hhmg 
hotses, w^ith I can’t send into Snoitci ^ bill t Humg borw^ K oo deiiccd 
expensive , next term 1 must have a n ig of my own, that’s po^itive*^ 


^ ^ Z' a 

tIseEnv* Athanasius read the postscript with much less gMo than 
the l6t(er \ however, Tom has done his duty, and the old |;ontleman 
woiFt his pleasure; so he sends him looA, with a *^God 
yoa*!^ and mamma adds, m a postscript, that xqittst 
woli v^th hi:$ anstocratic hiends, for ho was made only ^rliho best 
socusty^^ ^ 

A ydhr or two passes on . Tom comes homo for ^ v«^:s^nons ; 
but Tom has sadly changed; he had grown haggasC ^ At 

* ThishmoinprobalJly ; 

t It 1^ or 'fms, the omotn young getitleline«| at \o have 

unltiBtfed tvedit hadetniey^ whomfha sent 

Ombrlht^tlb^pjiL^enttoftheym ‘ ^ 
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tilt becond >edi s examination (oi\in^ to in unlucky illness) Tom w ih. 
not classed \t all , and Snitk, the \\ cstmoreland mui his caitied 
ever) thing hefoie him lorn dunks moie«a(ter dnmet than hi^ 
fithcr likes, he is alwa>s ndiii,* ibout ind diuiiv m the neigh 
bourhood^ and coming home, quite odd, his niothei sa>s u) 
humoured^ unsteady on his fiet, md husk> in hu talk llie 
Reverend Athinasiu^ begins to ^low strj, ver^ gi ivc they hue 
high words, even the fithei md ^^tn iiid oh < how JIaiiict and hci 
mother tremble and listen at the studv dooi when these disputes are 
going on ♦ 

The la t term of Tom’s undcr^raduilLsJiip uiues he is in ill 
hedtb|bui he will make i might) tiloil to ictntse himself lot his 
degree* md early in the cold wmtcis monung- latt, life at night 
he tods ovei Ins books and the cud is th it, a month bcfoic 
the examination, Ibomas Rook 1 iqtiiu, his n. brain fevet, imlMis 
Ivook, and Miss Rook, and the Reverend Vtlunasius Rook, are all 
lodging at the " Hoop, ’ an inn in Cambiidge town, and day md night 
round the couch of poor Tom 

O siji, tioe, lepentance^ O loiuhmg leronrilntion ind buist 
of tens on the part of son and fuher, when ont morning u ihf 
p^'isonage, aftei Toms recover) tiu old penlleinin jnodiue^ i 
bundle of iceeipts, and siys, wiili i broken voice * Ihcie, bov, 
don’t be vexed about >our debts luys will be bo>s, [ knov\,and 
I have faid all demands ’ Lve))body tnc‘ m the house at this 
news, the tnothci and daughter most profusely, even \ft<i Stokes 
the old housekeeper, who shakes* nxa tfi s hind, md actually kisSe> 
Ml fom. 

Well, Tom begins to read a little foi hi fellowship, but m vain , 
he IS beaten by Mi bntek, the Westmoreland mm He h is no hope 
of a living; Loid Bagwig's promises were all moon hme Tom must 
go to tie bai , ahd his fither, who has long left off taking pupiU, must 
take them ogam, to support his son m London 

Why tdl you what happens when there > Tom lives at the west 
end of the town, and never goes near the Temple Tom goes to Ascot 
and Lpsom along with his great fhends ; Tom has % long bill with 
Mr Rymdl, anOth^ long bili with Mn Nqgwe , he gets into the hands 
of the Jtwsi^and his father ni^s up to London on tbf- ootsW of the 
coach to find Tom in a spunging^^house m Cursitot Street -*-the nearest 
approach he has to the Tetnple during his three years’ ]i(esidence 
in London*. 
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1 don't hkc to tell >ou the nst f)f thehislo)> I he RcACrenrl 
Atb'^nasius wdb not immortal, c.nd he died a year after hib visit to 
the bpttnj^ng-honse, leaving his son e\ictly one £u thing, and liis ivife 
{{Oe hvtftdred pounds a }C'ir, with rem under to his daughtet Hut, 
heaven bless youl the poor things would never allow loiniowint 
while they h id plenty, and they sold out lod sold out tlie thice thou- 
sand pounds, until, at the end of thicc yc us, theie did not remain one 
single stiver of them , ind now Miss liauict is a goveine. s,with sixty 
poimd I a year, supporting her mother, who lives upon fift> 

As for lorn, he is a regular now— leading the life drcidy dt 
scribed Whhn I met him list it was at Baden, where be was on i 
professional tour, with a camige, a courier, a vilet, a confedonte, ind 
a case of pistols He has been in fi < duels, lie has killed a ntan who 
^poke lightly about his honout , and at f reach or English hasard, it 
biUiirds, It whist, at loo, ecart^, blind hookey, diiwing straws, or 
beggar-my neighbour, he will cheit you— the it you for a htmdied 
pounds 01 foi a guinei, ind murder you afterwards li yon hkc 

Abioad> our fticnd takes tnilitaiy rank, and calls himself Captain 
Kook ; when asked of what service, he says he was with 1 >oa Cgrlos or 
<^ueen Christina , and ceitain it is that he was absent for coiq»le of 
ye us nobody knows where , he may hive been with Geneiat Evans, 
oi he may ha\ e been at 1 he Samte Pdagic m Pans, as some people vow 
he was. 

W e pQtkst wmd up this paper with some remdrks concenufng poor 
little Pq^eon Vanity has been bttle Pigeon's tailing through bfe. He 
IS a Imendv^iei*^ son, and has been left with money . and tbeMly 
fishioneldp piorhe that he hab sead, and the silly fem^ relates tibat 
he AU young men with money have sdly, dai(c^iii|bhe- 

re1atives>^Bndlke silly trips that he his to wotoing-piacea^ Where 

he aequcOintance with the Honoumbio Tom ^put^eroffee- 

Battyh^Iyi the celebrated Carman Fnnce, Ulcd)- 
jA4u^>*'«uid (heir like (all Captain Books in their way}^ itevh bett the 

^ I UsvtDOt die pity m the world for ]itUe 

athun^ jS«e m ediat ab$iirdfoieitytS>&dfo)^i%tsdri^(M)lt Wme 
males hS ynoriylttle head 4 che» bat he wU drink beeadieii MSBly. 
tn mortid foar het«de)nfoe^Vdiinda<Mrv«tt|8gc»»e|^ 
horse I or perched mu Ae top of a piamai^droii!ie(biyt4S^4bifogh 
Rotten Row, wheh hh ifonld giv^ theRtk^tohe^imhlili'east or 
with bis owa'iqiaMinh,«ledeist«te>onffri[iaii^ 
aenpof^iea Uo« 




*4 indivMtiais, Mr. Ffgean.is 

carriri te!tt^'or,p<^ir]^s .?Ve shield say he walks into th(% 

by tb^ legs.*^ ki^p.hlm always to t hemselvea*^; 

rob in cQinpanies; but of cour^, the greater the . 
tb^ p^taers ntn^ be; ^i^ree are positively reig^utsite, 

at whist : 

numb^ Onc 3t^ curse hf$ stairs «t losing, and 

propo^ hi^r,.pla.yi j^ nomberiwb ; number three to 
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transact business with Pigeon, and drive him down to the City to sell 
out. W z have known an instance or two where, after a very good 
night’s work, number three has bolted with the winnings altogether, 
but tlie practice is dangerous ; not only disgraceful to the profession, 
but it cuts up your own chance afterwards, as no one w'ill act with you. 
There is only one occasion on which such a manceuvre is allowable. 
Many are sick of tlie profession, and desirous to turn honest men ; in this 
case, when you can get a good coup^ five thousand say, bolt without 
scruple. One thing is clear, the other men must be mum, and you 
can live at Vienna comfortably on the interest of five thousand pounds. 

Well, then, in the society of these amiable confederates , little 
Pigeon goes through that period of time which is necessary for the 
purpose of plucking him. To do this, you must not, in most cases, 
tug at the feathers so as to hurt him, else he may be frightened, and 
hop away to somebody else : nor, generally speaking, will the feathers 
come out so easily at first as they will when he is used to it, and 
then they drop in handfuls. Nor need you have the least scruple in 
so causing the little creature to moult artificially : if you don% some- 
body else will : a Pigeon goes into the world fated« as Chateaubriand 
says — 

Pigeon, il va subir le sort de tout pigeon.” 

lie must be plucked, it is the purpose for which nature has formed 
him : if you, Captain Rook, do not perform the operation on a green 
table lighted by two wax-candles, and with two packs of cards to 
operate with, some other Rook will: are there not railroads, and 
Spanish bonds, and bituminous companies, and Cornish tin mines, 
and old dowagers with daughters to marry ? If you leave him. Rook 
of Birclun l^e will have him as sure as fate : if Rook of Birchln ]Lane 
don't hit him, Rook of the Stock Exchange will blaze away both barrels 
at him, which, if the poor trembling flatterer escape, he will fly over 
and drop into the rookery, where dear old swindling Lady Rook 
and her daughters will fin^ him and nestle him in. their l;)bsonis, 
and in that soft plaice pluck him until he turns out is as a 

cannon-ball. 

Be not thou Scrupulous, O Captain ! on Pigeon ; pluck him 

gently but boldly ; “ but, above all, nev» let him g0v If he is a stout 
cautious bird, of course must be more cautious if he 1$ excessively 
silly and scarei^ perhaps the best way is just to-take him round the 
neck at once^aad strip the whole stock of pltuna^^frbm his back. 

The feathers of the human pigeon being thus violently abstracted 
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from him, no others supply their place : and yet I do not pity him. 
He is now only undergoing the destiny of pigeons, and is, I do believe, 
as happy in his plucked as in his feathered state. He cannot purse 
'Out his breast, and bury his head, and fan his tail, and strut in the sun 
as if he were a turkey-cock. Under all those fine airs and feathers, 
he was but what he is now, a poor little meek, silly, cowardly bird, and 
his state of pride is not a whit more natural to him than his fallen 
condition. He soon grows used to it. He is too great a coward to 
despair ; much too mean to be frightened because he must live by 
doing meanness. He is sure, if he cannot fly, (o fall somehow or other 
on his little miserable legs : on these he hops about, and manages to 
live somewhere' in his own mean way. He has but a small stomach, 
and doesn’t mind what food he puts into it He spunges on his rela- 
tives ; or else just before his utter ruin he marries and has nine children 
(and such a family always lives) ; he turns bully most likely, takes to 
drinking, and beats his wife, who supports him, or takes to drinking 
too ; or he gets a little place, a very little place ; you hear he has some 
tide- waitjer ship, or is clerk to some new milk company, or is lurking 
about a newspaper. He dies, and a subscription is raihcd for the 
Widow Pigeon, and we look no more to find a likeness of him in his 
children, who ate as a new race. Blessed are ye little onus, for ye are 
born in poverty, and may bear it, or surmount it and die rich. But 
woe to the pigeons of this earth, for they are born rich that they may 
die poor. 

Tlte - end of Captain Rook— for we must bring both him and the 
paper to' an end — is hot more agreeable, but. somewhat more manly 
and majestid than the conclusion of Mr. Pigeon. If you walk over to 
the Queen^s Bench Prison, I would lay a wager that a dozen such are 
to be fouhdthmih a moment They have a kind of Lucifer look with 
them, and'^stnie at yoii With fierce., twinkling, crow-footed eyes ; or grin 
from under huge grizzly moustaches, as they walk up and down in 
their tittered brocades. ;W^t a::dreadful activity is that of a mad- 
housej or! a prison !— a drehry fiagjged court-yard, a long dark room, 
and the inmates of it, like the inmates of thd mt^nagerie cages, cease* 
• icssly walkinig ^iy and do^ ! , Queen of Scots says very 

touchingly;-^ 

Four mefA mal stronger 

Je' ne m’arre^1^.«n . place ; 

Mais^ j:^en:ay l^u changer 

Si ma doaleut-ff efface, 

Up and dewn, u|^ nhd down— ^he inward woe seeing td smir 
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onwards, ind I think m both midhoubc ind pnson }Ou ^ill find 
plcnt of specimens of our Ciptiin Rook It is fine to m-iik him 
undci the pressure of this wot, ind sec how fierce he looks when 
stined up by the lon^ pole of memor> In these cis>lums the Kouks 
end then lues, oi, inoie htpp),they die mistiably m i miserable 
pi ovine 111 town abioad, ind for the benefit of coming Rooka they 
coniinoul> die cail> , you is seldom heir of in old Rook (practism,^ 
his ti ide; of i iich one It is a shot t lived trade, not men y, for 
the ^ains ire most piecanous, and peipetual doubt and diead iie not 
pkisint iccompinimenis of a piotession — not agrceible either, for 
thixi^h C xpt un Rook does not nund bung a scoundrel, no man likes 
to bo ronsideied as such, and as such, he knows very well, does the 
wot Id consider Captain Rook not pi ofi table, for the expenses of the 
tj idc swallow up the piofits of it, and m addition leave the bank- 
lupl with ceitain habits that have become as niluic him, and whuh, 
to live, he must gratify. I know no moie nuseriblc wretch than our 
Rook m hvs autumn days, at dismal Calais or Boulogne, or at the 
Bench }ondci, with a whole load of diseases and wants, that have 
lOiiic to him in the course of his piofession , the diseases and wants 
of '>ensuxht>, alwi>s pampered, and now agonumg for lack of its un- 
nituril food, the mind, which mmi think now, and has only bitter 
ic( ollcc lions, moitihed ambitions, and unavailing scoundrehsms to 
( on ovei 1 Oil, Captain Rook * what nice ^^ehums" do >ou take witli 
>ou into pnson, what pleasant companions of exile follotir you over 
the JiuspaUuCy or attend, the only watchers, round >our miserable 
de ith bed » 

M> son, be not a Pigeon m thy dealings with the world -^but it 
IS better to be a Pigeon than a Rook, 
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AYING a visit the other day 
to my friend Tjmson, who, I 
need not tell the public, is 
editor of that famous evening 
paper, the (and let it be 
said that iJiere is no more, pro- 
fitable acquaintance than a 
gentleman in Timson's situa- 
tion, in whose office, at three 
o’clock daily, you arc- sure to 
find new books, lunch, maga* 
zines, and innumerable tickets 
for concerts and plays) : going, 
i say, into Timson’s office, 1 
saw on the table an immense 
papei:; cone pr fuimel, containing a bouquet of such a size, that it might 
be called a bosqdet, wherein all sorts of rare geraniums, luscious mag- 
nolias,' stately dahlto, and other floral produce were gathered together 
— a regular flower^stack; 

Tim^n'Wie^..,for, a brfi^ space Invisible, and 1 was left alone in the 
room with ^the odours of this tremendous bow-pot, which filled the 
whole of the wutty, 4ih^ apartment with an agreeable incense. 

'U eac^med I, out of the Latin 

nie away to the country, and I 
was aboht t4 janoth^ l^cdllent and useful quotation (from the 

, 14th Iliad, Madam),f ccm^ ruddy lotuses, and 

<70cuses, a sudden Tipasen. appeared. 

His head and shoulders . had/ 2 ^ engulfed, ip^ihe flowers, 

among’ which he rolgh^ he c<MQf^^|red>j^ any Cupid, butterfly, or bee. 
His face expression of comical 

delight and tfii^ph, a; MeU^st parson would, have laughed at 
it in the midst ^ a i^eral sevmic^ N 
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“What are you giggling at?’* said Mr. Timson, assuming a high, 
aristocratic air. 

“Has the goddess Flora made you a present of that bower, 
wrapped up in white paper ; or did it come by the vulgar hands of 
yonder gor>;eous footman, at whom all the little printer’s devils are 
staring in the passage ? ” 

“ Stuff ! ” said Timson, picking to pieces some rare exotic, worth 
at the very least hfteenpence ; “a friend, who knows that Mrs. 
Timson and I are fond of these things, has sent us a nosegay, that’s 
all.” 

I saw how it wasl “Augustus Timson,” exclaimed I, sternly, “the 
Pimlicoes have been with you ; if that footman did not wear the 
Pimlico plush, ring the bell and order me out ; if that three-cornered 
billet lying in your snuff-box has not the Pimlico seal to it, never ask 
me to dinner again.” 

“ Well, if it doesj'* says Mr, Timson, who flushed as red as a peony, 
“ what is the harm ? Lady Fanny Flummery may send flowers to her 
friends, I suppose? The conservatories at Pimlico House are famous 
all the world over, and the Countess promised me a nosegay the very 
hast time I dined th^rc.” 

“Was thdt the day when she gave you a box of bonbons for your 
darling little Ferdinand ? ” 

“ No, another day.” 

“Or the day wh^n she promised you her carriage for Epsom 
Eaces ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Or the day when she hoped that heir Lucy and your Barbara- 
Jane might be ^(rquainted, and sent to the latter from the former a 
new French dqfand tea-things?” . ^ 

“FiddleHick!” roared out Augustus Timson, Esquire : “I wish 
you W'ouldn’t come bothering here. I tell you that Lady Pimjico is. 
my friend— 'my friend, rjiark you, and I will ^low no map., to abuse 
'her in my presence; I say again no, mauE^ wherewith Mr. Tijmson 
plunged his hands violently into his bteeches-pockeCS, looked me 
in the face sterflly, and began jingling his keys and sbillirtgs about. 

At this juncture (it being about half-past three oklock in the after- 
noon), a one4iorse chaise drove.up to me **** pfRce (Timson lives at 
Clapham, and comes in and out in this xnachine}— One^hotee ehaise 
drove up ; and amidst a scuffling and crying of small voices^ good- 
humoured Mrs. Timson bounced into tlie rooml 

“ Here <ve are, deary,” said she : “we’ll walk to the Meryweathers 
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and IVe told Sam to be in Charles Street at twelve with tlie chaise ; 
it wouldn’t do, you know, to come out of the Pimlico box and have the 
people cry, ^ Mrs. Timson’s carriage! ’ for old Sam and the chaise.” 

Timson, to this loving and voluble address of his lady, gave a 
peevish, puzzled look towards the stranger, as much as to say, ‘‘ He's 
here.” 

La, Mr. Smith ! and how do you do So rude— 1 didn’t see 



you ; but the fact is, we are all in such a bustle ! Augustus ha.s got 
Lady Pimlico’s box for the Puriiani to-night, and T vowed Td take 
the children.” 

Those young persons were evidently from their costume prepared 
for some extiaordSnary festival. Miss Barbara-Jane, a young lady of 
six years old, in a pretty pink slip mad white muslin, Kcr dear little 
poll bristling over with papers, to be removed previous to the play ; 
While Master Ferdinand had a pair of nankeens (I can recollect 
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Timson in them in the year 1825— a great buck), and white silk 
stockings, which belonged to his mamma. His frill was very large 
and very clean, and he was fumbling perpetually at a pair of white 
kid gloves, which his mamma forbade him to assume before the opera. 

And " Look here ! ” and " Oh, precious ! ” and Oh, my ! ” were 
uttered by these worthy people as they severally beheld the vast 
bouquet, into which Mrs. Timson’shead flounced, just as her husband’s 
had done before. 

‘‘I must have* a green-house at ^ the Snuggery, that’s positive, 
Timson, for Pm passionatdy fond of flowers— and bow kind of Lady 
Fanny ! Do you know her ladyship, Mr. Smith ? ” 

Indeed, Madam, 1 don’t remember having ever spoken to a lord 
or a lady in my life.** 

Timson smiled in a supercilious way, Mrs. Timson exclaimed, 
“ La, how odd I Augustus knows ever so many. Let’s see, there’s 
the Countess of Pimlico and Lady Fanny Flummery ; Lord Doldrum 
(Timson touched up his travels, you know) ; Lord Gasterton, Lord 
Guttlebury’s eldest son ; Lady Pawpaw (they say she ought not to be 
visited, though) ; Baron Stnim— Strom— Strumpf-—” f 

What the baron’s name was 1 have never been <ible to learn ; for 
here Timson burst out with a ^^Hold your tongue, Bessy!” which 
stopped honest Mrs. Timson’s harmless prattle altogether, and obliged 
that worthy woman to say meekly, W^, Gus, I did not think there 
was any barm in mentioning your acquaintance.” Good soul ! it was 
only because she took pride in her Timson . that she loved to enume- 
rate the great names of the persons who did him honour. My friend 
the editor wasi, in fact* in a cruel position, looking foolish before his 
old acquaintance, stricken in that unfortunate soxe point in his honest, 
good-humoured character. The man adored the aristocracy, and had 
that wondeiful respect for a lord ^hich, perhaps the observ^t reader 
may have remarked, especially characterises men of Timson’s way of 
thinking. „ 

In old days at the club (we held it in a small publtc-hduse near 
the Coburg Theatre, some of us having free admissions to^ that place 
of amusement, and some of us living for convenience in immediate 

• neighbourhood of one of his Majesty’s, prisons in. that qmarier)e’-*4ii 
old days, 1 say,'at'duf spouting and, tOasl^-cheese cluh, ^•’The 
Forum,” Timson , was called Brutus , Timsoni and not Augustus,- in 
consequence of the ferbeious republicanism which rcharacterir^ him, 
and his utter scorn and hatred of a bloat^i do-nothing aristocracy. 
His letters in The Weekfy SaUind^ signed “ Lictor,” must be ramem- 
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bered by all our readers : hte advocated the repeal of the corn laws, 
the burning of machines, the rights of labour^ &c. wrote some 
})rctty defences of Robespierre, and used seriously to avow, when at all 
in liquor, that, in consequence of those “ Lictor ” letters, Lord Casllc- 
reagh had tried to have him murdered, and thrown over Blackfriars 
Bridge. 

By what means Augustus Timson rose to his present exalted 
position it is needless here to state; suffice it, that in two years he was 
Completely bound over neck-and>heels to the bloodthirsty aristocrats, 
hereditary tyrants, &c. One evening he was asked to dine with a 
secretary of the Treasury (the is Ministerial, and has been so 
these forty-nine years) ; at the house of that secretary of the Treasury 
he met a lord’s son : walking with Mrs. Timson in the Park next 
Sunday, that lord’s son saluted him. Timson was from that moment 
a slave, had his coats made at the west end, cut his wife’s relations 
(they are dealers in marine stores, and Jive at Wapping), and had his 
name put down at two Clubs. 

Who was the lord’s son? Lord Pimlico’s son, to be sure, the 
Honourable Frederick Flummery, who married Lady Fanny Foxy, 
daughter of Pitt Castlereagh, second Earl of Reynard, Kilbrush 
Castle, county Kildare. The earl had been ambassador in ’14: Mr. 
Flummery, his attachd: he was twenty-one at that time, with the 
sweetest tuft on his chin in the world. Lady Fanny was only four- 
and-twenty, just jilted by Prince Scoronconcolo, the horrid man who 
had married Miss Solomonson with a plum. Fanny had nothing — 
Frederick had about seven thousand pounds less. What better could 
the young things do than marry? Marry they did, and in the most 
delicious secresy. Old Reynard was charmed to have an opportunity 
of breaking with one of his daughters for ever, and only longed for an 
occasion never to forgive the other nine. 

A wit of the Prince^ time, who inherited and transmitted to his 
children a vast fortune of genius, was cautioned on his marriage to be 
very economic^ ^‘Economically said he; ‘^my wife has nothing, 
and 1 have' nothing : 1 suppose a man^ can’t live under tfiatJ ” Our 
interesting pair, by judiciously einpldying the same capital, managed, 
year after J^r, to live very aimforfeably, until, at last, they were 
received in^p Piitilico House by the dowager (who has it for her life), 
where they live very magnificently"' Lady, Fanny gives the most 
magnificent eatertainmeat In Londdh, has the most magnificent 
equipage, and a very fine husband; whd has his equipage as fine as 
her ladyship’s ; his seat in the omnibus, while her ladyship is in the 
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second tier. They say he plays a good deal— ay, and pays, too, when 
he loses. 

And how, pr’ytheei Her ladyship is a Fashionable Authoress. 
She has been at this game for fifteen years; during which period she 
has prblished forty-five novels, edited twenty-seven new magazines, 
and 1 don^t know how many anntials, besides publishing poems, plays, 
desultory thoughts, memoirs, recollections of travel, and pamphlets 
without number. Going one day to church, a lady, whom I knew by 
her Leghorn bonnet and red ribbons, rucke vidth poppies and marigolds, 
brass ferroni^re, great red hands, black silk gown, thick shoes, and 
black silk stockings ; a lady, whom I knew, I say, to be a devotional 
cook, made a bob to me just as the psalm struck up, and offered me a 
share of her hymn-book. It w^, — 

HEAVENLY CHORDS;^ 

A COIXBCTION OK 

SJEELSCTED, CUMKOSBO, AND EDITBP, BY TUB 

LADY PRANCES JULIANA FLUMMERY. 

— Being simply a collection of heavenly chords robbed from the lyres 
of Watts, Wesley, Brady and Tate, &c. ; and of sacred strains from 
the rare collectum of Sternhold and Hopkins. Out of^this, cook and 
I sang ; and it is amazing how much our fervour was increased by 
thinking that our devotions were directed by a lady whose nmne was 
in the Red Book. 

The thousands of pages that Lady Fanny Flummery has covered 
with ink exceed all 1>elief. You must have remarked, Madam, in 
respect of this literary fecundity, that your amiable sex possesses 
vastly gi'eater capabilities than we do ; and that while a man is pain- 
fully labouring over a letter of two sides, a lady will produce a dozen 
pages, crossed, dashed, and so beautifully neat and close, as to be 
well-nigh invisible. The readiest of ready pens has Lady Fanny ; her 
Pegasus gallops over hot-pressed satin so as to distance all gentlemen 
riders; like Camilla, it scours the plain— of and- never seems 

punished or fatigued; .. only it runs so fast that it often leAws aU sense 
behind it ; and there it goes on, on, scribble, scribble, scribble, never 
flagging until it arrives at that fair winning-post on which is written 
FINIS,” or, ‘‘THE END';” and shows that the coufse, whether it be 
of novel, annual, poem, or what not, is complete. 
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Now, the author of these pages doth not pretend to describe the 
inward thoughts, ways, and manner of being, of my Lady Fanny, 
having made before that humiliating confession, that lords and ladies 
are personally unknown to him; so that all milliners, butchers’ ladies, 
dashing young 'clerks, and apprentices, or other persons who are 
anxious to cultivate a knowledge of the aristocracy, had better skip 
over this article altogether. But he hath heard it whispered, from 
pretty good authority, that the manners and customs of these men and 
women resemble, in no inconsiderable degree, the habits and u’sages 
of other men and women, whose names are unrecorded by Debrctt. 
Granting this, and that Lady Fanny is a woman pretty much like 
another, the philosophical reader will be content that we rather con- 
sider her ladyship in her public capacity, and examine lier inilucncc 
upon mankind in general. 

'Her person, then, being thus put out of the way, her works, too, 
need not be very carefully sifted and criticized ; for what is the use of 
peering into a millstone, or making calculations about the figure o? 
The woman has not, in fact, the slightest influence upon literature for 
good or for evil : there are a certain number of fools whom she catches 
in her flimsy traps; and why not? They are made to be humbugged, 
or how should we live? Lady Flummery writes everything; that is, 
nothing. Her poetry is mere wind; her novels, stnrk nought; hei 
philosophy, sheer vacancy : how should she do any better than slu 
does? how could succeed if she iEd do any better? If she did 
write well, she would not be Lady Flummery ; she would not be 
praised by Timson and the critics, because she would be an honest 
woman, and would not bribe them. Nay, she would probably be 
written down by Timson and Co#, because, being an honest woman, 
she utterly despised them and their craft,' 

» We have said what she writes for Uie most part Individually, she 
will throw off any number of novels that Messrs. Soap and Diddle 
will pay for; and collectively, by the aid of self and friends, scores of 
“ Lyrics of Loveliness,” “ Beams of Beauty,” " Pearls of Purity,” &c. 
Who does not recollect the success which her “Pearls of the Peerage ” 
had? She is going to do the ^ Beaudos of the Baronetage; ” then we 
shall have the “Daughters of the Dustmen,” or some such other collec- 
tion of portraits. Lady Flummery has around her a score of literary 
gentlemen^ who are bound to her, body and sou] : give them a dinner, 
a smile* from an opera-box, a wave of the hand in Rotten Row, and 
they are hers, neck and h^ls. Vtdes^ mi Jili, &c. See, my son, with 
what a very small dose of humbug men are to be bought 1 know 
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many of these individuals ; there is my friend M'Lather, an immense, 
pudgy man: I saw him one day. walking through Bond Street in 
company with an enormous ruby breast-pin. “ Mac ! ” shouted your 
humble servant, "that is a Flummery ruby;” and Mac hated and 
cursed us ever after. Presently came little Fitch, the artist ; he was 
rigged out in an illuminated velvet waistcoat—Flommery again — 
There’s only one like it in town,” whispered Fitch to me confiden- 
tially, " and Flummery has that.” To be sure, Fitch had given, in 
return, half-a-dozen of the prettiest drawings in the world. "1 
wouldn’t charge for them, you know,” he says: "for, hang ir. Lady 
Flummery is my friend.” Oh, Fitch,- Fitch ! 

Filly more instances could be adduced of her ladyship’s ways ot 
bribery. She bribes the critics to praise her, and the writers to write 
for her; and the public flocks to her as it will to any other tradesman 
who is properly puffed. Out comes the book ; as for its merits, we 
may allow, cheerfully, that Lady Flummery has no lack of that natural 
esprit which every woman possesses; but here praise stops. For the 
style, she does not know her own language ; but, in revenge, has a 
smattering of half-a-dozen others. She interlards her works with 
fearful quotations from the French, fiddle-faddle extracts horn Italian 
operas, German phrases fiercely mutilated, and a scrap or two of bad 
Spanish and upon the strength of these murders,' she calls herself an 
authoress. To be sure there is no such word as authoress. If any 
young nobleman or gentleman of Eton College, when called upon to 
indite a copy of verses in praise of Sappho, or the Countess of Dash, or 
Lady Charlotte What-dye-call-’em, or the Honourable Mrs. Somebody, 
should fondly imagine that he might apply to those f^ir creatures the 
title of au€trix-~-l pity, that young nobleman’s or gentleman’s case. 

, Doctor Wordsworth and assistants would swish that «rror out of him in 
a way that need not here be mentioned. Remember it henceforth, ye 
writeresses— 'there is no such word as authoress. Auctar^ madam, is 
the word. ** Optima iu praprii mminis auc/ar erisj” which, of 
course, means that you are, by your proper name, an author, not an 
authoress ; the line is in Ainsworth’s Dictionaiy, where anybody may 
see it! ■ “ 

This point' is Settled then : there is no such as authoress. 
But what of that? Are authoresses to be bound by the riiles of 
grammar? The supposition is absurd. We don't ex^ct tliem to 
know their own language ; we prefer rather the little gradefhl pranks 
and liberties they take with it. When, for instance, a celebrated 
.authoress, who wrote a Diaress, calls somebody the prototype of his 
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own father, we feel an obligation to her ladyship ; the language fcek 
an obligation ; it has a charm and a privilege with which it was never 
before endowed : and it is manifest, that if we can call ourselves 
anietypes of our grandmothers— can prophesy what we had for dinner 
yesterday, and so on, we get into a new range of thought, and discover 
sweet regions of fancy and poetry, of which the mind hath never even 
had a notion until now. 

It may be then considered as certain that an authoress <tujr/U not 
to know her own tongue. Literature and politics have this privilege 
in common, that any ignoramus may excel in both. No apprentice- 
ship is required, that is certain ; and if any gentleman doubts, let us 
refer him to the popular works of the present day, where, if he find a 
particle of scholarship, or any acquaintance with any books in any 
language, or if lie be disgusted by any absurd, stiff, old-fashioned 
notions of grammatical propriety, we are ready to qualify our assertion. 
A friend of ours came to us the other day in great trouble. His dear 
little boy, who had been for some months attachd to the stables of 
Mr. Tilbury’s establishment, took a fancy to the corduroy breeches of 
some other gentleman employed in the same emporium— appropriated 
them, and afterwards disposed of them for a trifling sum to a relation 
— I believe his uncle. P'or this harmless freak, poor Sam was 
absolutely seized, tried at Clerkenwdl Sessions, and condemned to six 
months’ useless rotatory labour at the House of Correction. “ The poor 
fellow was bad enough before, sir," said his father, confiding in our 
philanthropy ; “ he picked up such a deal of slang among the stable- 
boys : but if yoq could hear him since he came from the mill ! he 
knocks you down with it, sir. 1 am afraid, sir, of his becoming a 
regular prig : for though he’s a ’cute chap, can read and write, and is 
mighty smart and bandy, yet no one will take him into service, on 
account of that business of the breeches 1" 

Wha^ sir ! " exclaimed we, amazed at the man’s simplicity ; such 
a son, and you don’t know what to do with him 1 a ’cute fellow, who 
can write, Who has been educated , in a stable-yard, and has had six 
months’ polish in a university — 1 mean a prison— and you dorft know 
wbad to do with him ? ' Make a faskiotiable novelist of him, and be 
hanged to you ! .And proud am ’I to sey that that young man, every 
evening, after he comes home from bis wbrk (he has taken to street- 
sweeping in the day, and I don’t advise him to relinquish a certainty) 
— proud am 1 to say that he devotest every evening to literary 
composition, and is coming out with a novel, in numl^cs, of the most 
fashionable kind. 
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This little episode is only given for the sake of e'tample ; par 
exemple^ as our authoress would say, who delights in French of the 
•very worst kind. The public likes only the extremes of society, and 
votes mediocrity vulgar. From the Author they will take nothing but 
Fleet Ditch ; from the Authoress, only the verj'^ finest of rose-water. 
I have read so many of her ladyship’s novels, that, egad ! now I don’t 
care for anything under a marquis. Why the deuce should we listen 
to the intrigues, the misfortunes, the virtues, and conversations of a 
couple of countesses, for instance, when we can have duchesses for 
our money? What’s a baronet? pish ! pish ! that great coarse red 
fist in his scutcheon turns me sick ! What’s a baron ? a fellow with 
only one more ball than a pawnbroker ; and, upon my conscience, 
just as common. Dear Lady Flummery, in your next novel, give us 
no more of these low people ; nothing under strawberry leaves, for the 
mercy of heaven ! Suppose, now, you write us 

ALBERT ; 

OR, 

WHISPERINGS AT WINDSOR. 

BY TIIK X,ADy FRANCES FLUMMKRV. 

There is a subject — fashionable circles, curious revelations, exclusive 
excitement, &c. To be sure, you mus/ here introduce a viscount, and 
that is sadly vulgar ; but we will pass him for the sake of the minis- 
terial portcfaiille^ which is genteel. Then you might do “ Leopold ; 
or, the Bride of Ncuilly ; ” “The victim of Wiirtemberg ; ” “ Olga ; or, 
the Autocrat’s Daughter” (a capital title) ; Henri; or, Rome in the 
Nineioenth Century ; ” we can fancy the book, and a sweet paragraph 
about it in Timson’s paper,r ' 

“ Henri, by Lady Frances Flummery.— Henri ! Who can he be? 
a little bird whispers in our ear, that tlie gifted and talented Sappho 
of our hemisphere has discovered some curious particular^ in the life 
of a certain chevalier ^ whose appearance at Rome has so 

frightened the court of the Tu-l-ries, Henri de B-rd— iix is of an age 
when the young gmi can shoot his darts into the bosom with fatal 
accuracy ; and if the,. Marchesina degli Splnachi (who^ portrait bur 
lovely authoress has sung with a kindred hand) be as beauteous as 
she is represented (and as all who have visited in the exclusive circles 
of the eternal city say she is), no wonder at her eifedt upon the 
Pr-nce. Verbum We hear that a few copies are still remaming. 



THE FASHION ABLE AUTHORESS, 31 9 

The enterprising publishers, Messrs. Soap and Diddle, have an- 
nounced, we see, several other works by the same accomplished pen.” 

This paragraph makes its appearance, in small type, in the by 
the side, perhaps, of a disinterested recommendation of bears'-grease, 
or some remarks on the extraordinary cheapness of plate in Cornhill. 
Well, two or three days after, my dear Timson, who has been asked 
to dinner, writes in his own hand, and causes to be printed in the 
largest type, an article to the following effect ; — 

“HENRI. 

“BY LADY F. FLUMMERY. 

“This is another of the graceful evergrieens which the fair fingers 
of Lady Fanny Flummery are continually strewing iipim our path. 
At once profound and caustic, truthful and passionate, we arc at a 
loss whether most to admire the manly grandeur of her ladyship's 
mind, or the exquisite nymph-like delicacy of it. Strange power of 
fancy ! Sweet enchantress, that rules the mind at will : stirring up 
the utmost depths of it into passion and storm, or wreathing and 
dimpling its calm surface with countless summer smiles. As a great 
Bard of old Time has expressed it, what do we not owe to woman ? 

“ What do wc not owe her ? More love, more happiness, jnore 
calm of vexed spirit, more tmlhful aid, and pleasant counsel ; in jo)', 
more delicate sympathy ; in sorrow, more kind companionship. Wc 
look into her cheery eyes, and, in those wells of love, care .Irowns ; 
we listen to her siren voice, and, in that balmy music, banished hopes 
come winging to the breast again.” 

This goes on for about three-quarters of a column : I don’t pretend 
to understand it ; but with flowers, angels, Wordsworth’s poems, and 
the old dramatists, one can never be wrong, I think ; and though 1 
have written the above paragraphs myself, and don't understand a 
word of them, I can*t, upon my conscience, help thinking that they are 
mighty pretty writing. After, then, this has gone on for about three- 
quarters of a column (Timson does it in spare minutes, and fits it to 
any book tliat Lady Fanny brings out), he proceeds to particularize, 
thus; — . 

“The griding excitement which thrills through every fibre of the 
soul as we peruse these passionate pages, is almost too painful to bear. 
Nevertheless, one drains the draughts of poesy to the dregs, so 
deliciously intoxicating is its nature. We defy any man who begins 
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these volumes to quit therg ere he has perused each line. The plot 
maybe briefly told as thus: — Henri, an exiled Prince of Franconia 
(it is easy to understand the fli»^y allegory), arrives at Rome, and is- 
presented to the sovereign Pontiff. At a feast, given in his honour 
af the Vatican, a dancing girl (the loveliest creation that ever issued 
from poet’s brain) is introduced, and exhibits some specimens of her 
art. The young prince is instantaneously smitten with the charms of 
the SaUatrice ; he breathes into her ear the accents of his love, and 
is listened to with favour. He has, however, a rival,. and a powerful 
one. The Pope lias already cast hii eye upon the Apulian maid, and 
burns with lawless passion. One of the grandest scenes ever writ, 
occurs between the rivals. The Pope offers to Castanetta ever) 
temptation ; he will even resign his crown and marry her : but she 
refuses. The prince can make no such offers ; he cannot wed her : 

‘ The blood of Borbone,’ he says, ‘may not be thus misallied.’ He 
determines to avoid her. In despair, she thi^ows herself off the 
Tarpeian rock ; and the Pope becomes a maniac. Such is an outline 
of this tragic tale. 

“ Besides this fabulous and melancholy part of the narrative, which 
is unsurpassed, much is written in the gay and sparkling style, for 
which our lovely author is unrivalled. The sketch of the Marchesina 
degli Spinach! and her lover, the Duca di Gammoni, is delicious ; and 
the intrigue between the beautiful Princess Kalbsbraten and Count 
Bouterbrod is exquisitely painted : everybody, of course, knows who 
these characters are. The discovery of the manner in which Kartoffeln, 
the Saxon envoy, poisons the princess’s dishes, is only a graceful and 
real repetition of a story which was agitated throughout all the diplo- 
matic circles last year. Schinken, the Westphalian, must not be for- 
gotten ; nor Olla, the Spanish Spy. How does Lady Fanny Flummery, 
poet as she is, possess a sense of the ridiculous and a keenness of per- 
ception which would do honour to a Rabelais or a Rochefoucauld ? To 
* those who ask this question, we have oiie repty, and that an example : 
— Not among women, 'tis true ; for till the Lady Fanny came among 
us, woman never soared so high. Not among women, indeed !— but 
in comparing her to that great spirit for whom* our veneration is high- 
est and holiest, we offer no dishonour to his shrine in saying that 
he who wrote of Romeo and Desdemona might have drawn Castanetta 
and Enrico, we utter but the truthful expressimis of our hearts ; in 
asserting that so long as Shakspeare lives, so long will Flummery 
endure ; in declaring that he who rules in all hearts^ and over all spirits 
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md all climes, has found a congenial spirit, we do but justice to Lady 
F tinny —justice to him who sleeps by Avon I 

I* 

With which we hail better, perhaps, conclude, Our object has 
been, in descanting upon the Fashionable Authoress, to point out the 
influence which her writing possesses over society, rather than to cri- 
ticize her life. The former is quite harmless : and w»e don't pretend to 
be curious about the latter. The woman herself is not so blameabic ; 
it is the silly people who cringe at her feet that do the mischief, and, 
gulled themselves, gull the most gullable of publics. Think you, O 
Timson, that her ladyship asks you for your or your wit? 

Fool! you do think so, or try and think so; and yet you know she 
loves not youj but the newspaper. Think, little Fitch, in your fine 
waistcoat, how dearly you have paid for it ! Think, M ‘Lather, how 
many smirks, and lies, and columns of good thrcc-halfpeucc-.i-Iine 
matter that big garnet pin has cost you ! the woman laughs at > ou, 
man ! you, who fancy that she is smitten wdth you - laughs at yout 
absurd pretensions, your way of eating fish at dinner, your great hands, 
your eyes, your whiskers, your coat, and your strange north-country 
twang. Down with Ibis Delilah I Avau..i, O Circe ! giver of poison- 
ous feeds. To your natural haunts, ye gentlemen of the press ! if 
uachelors, frequent your taverns, and be content. Better is Sally the 
waiter, and the first cut of the joint, than a dinner of four courses, and 
humbug therewith. Ye who are married, go to your homes ; dine not 
with those persons who scorn your wives. Go not forth to parties, 
that ye may act Tom Fool for the amusement of my lord and my lady , 
but play your natural follies among your natural friends. Do this for 
a few years, and the Fashionable Authoress is extinct. O Jove, 
what a prospect 1 She, too, has tetreated to her own natural calling, 
being as much out of place in a book as you, my dear M‘Lather, in a 
drawing-rooHL Let milliners look up to her ; let Howell and James 
swear by her ; let simpering dandies caper about her car ; let her write 
poetry if she likes, but only for the most exclusive circles ; let inantiia- 
makers puff hef-— but not men : let sudi things be, and the Fashion- 
able Authoress is no morel Blessed, blessed thought ! No more 
fiddle-faddle novels ! no more namby-pamby poetry ! no more fribble 
Blossoms of Loveliness When you arrive, O happy (;oiden 
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THE ARTISTS. 

T is confidently stated that there 
was once a time when the quar- 
ter of Soho was thronged by the 
fashion of London. Many wide 
streets are there 'in the neigh- 
bourhood, stretching cheerfully 
towards Middlesex Hospital in 
the north, bounded by Dean 
Street in the west, where the 
lords and ladies of William's 
time used to dwell, — till in 
Queen Anne's time, Bloomsbury * 
put Soho out of fashion, and 
Great Russell Street became the 
pink of the mode. 

Both these quarters of the 
town have submitted to the 
awful rule of nature,r and are 
now to be seen undergoing the dire process of decay. Fashion has 
deserted Soho, and left her in her gaunt, lonely ||ld age. The houses 
have a vast, dingy, mouldy, dowager look. No more beaux, in mighty 
periwigs, ride by in gilded clatteiiug coaches ; no more lackej^ accom- 
pany them, baring torches, and shouting for precedence. A solitary 
policeman paces these solitary streets, -T-the only dandy in the neigh- 
bourhood. You hear the milkman yelling his milk with a startling 
distinctness, and the clack of a servant-girl’s patt^s sets people 
a-staring from the windows. 

•With Bloomsbury we have here nothing to do; but as genteel 
stock-brokers inhabit the neighbourhood of Regeht^ park,— -as lawyers, 
have taken possession bf Russell Squar^^so Artists have seized upon 
the desolate quarter of Soho. They are to be found in great numbers 
in Berners Street. Up to the presisnt tiih^ naturalists have 
never been able to account for this mysteiy of their residence. What 
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has a painter to do with Middlesex Hospital ? He is to be found in 
Charlotte Street, Fitzroy Square. And why? Philosophy c.mnot tell, 
any more than why milk is found in a cocoa-nut. 

Look at Newman Street, Has earth, in any dismal corner of her 
great round face, a spot more desperately gloomy? The windows are 
spotted with wafers, holding up ghastly bills, that tell you the house is 
“ To Let.” Nobody walks there— not even an old-clothcs-raan ; the 
first inhabited house has bars to the windows, and bears the name of 
" Ahasuerus, officer to the Sheriff of Middlesex ; " and licre, above all 
places, must painters take up their quarters,— day by day must these 
reckless people pass Ahasuerus*s treble gate. There was my poor friend 
Tom Tickner (who did those sweet things for “The Book of Beauty”). 
Tom, who could not pay his washerwoman, lived op[>ositc the bailiff’s ; 
and could see every miserable debtor, or greasy Jew writ>bearer that 
went in or out of his door. The street begins with a bailiff's, and ends 
with a hospital. I wonder how men live in it, and are decently cheer- 
ful, with this gloomy, double-h^rrelled moral pushed perpetually into 
their faces. Here, however, they persist in living, .10 one knows why ; 
owls may still be found roosting in Netley Abbey, and a few Arabs arc 
to be seen at the present minute in Palmyra. ^ 

The ground-floors of the houses where painters live are mostly 
make-believe shqps, black empty warehouses, containing fabulous 
goods. There is a sedan-chair opposite a house in Rathbone Place, 
that I have myself seen every day for forty-three years. The house 
has commonly a huge india-rubber-coloured door, with a couple 
of glistening brass-plates and bells. A portrait painter lives on the 
first-floor ; a great historical genius inhabits the second. Remark the 
first-floor’s middle drawing-room window ; it ts four feet higher than 
its two ccunpanidils, and has taken a fancy to peep into the second- 
floor front. So much for the outward appearance of their habita- 
tions, and for the quarters in which they commonly dwell. They seem 
to love solitude, and their mighty spirits rejoice m vastness and gloomy 
ruin. 

I don’t say a word here about those geniuses who frequent the 
thoroughfares of the town, and have picture-frames containing a little 
gallery of miniature peers, beauties, and general officers, in the ( 2 und- 
rant, the passages about St. Martin’s Lane, the Strand, and Chcapsidc. 
Lord Lyndhurst is to be seen in many of these gratis exhibitions— Lord 
Lyndhurst cribbed from Chalon ; Lady Peel from Sir Thomas ; Miss 
Croker from the same ; Duke, from ditto ; an original officer in the 
Spanish Legion ; a colonel or so, of the Bunhill-Kow Fencibles ; a lady 

Y a 
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on a yellow sofa, with four children in little caps and blue ribands. 
We have all of us seen these pretty pictures, and are aware that our 
own features may be done in this style.” Then there is the man on 
the chain-pier at Brighton, who pares out your likeness in sticking- 
plaster , .there is Miss Croke, or Miks Runt, who gives lessons in 
Poonah-painting, japanning, or mezzotinting ; Miss Stump, who attends 
ladies’ schools with large chalk heads from Le Brun, or the Cartoons ; 
Rubbery, who instructs young gentlemen’s establishments in pencil ; 
and Sepio, of the Water-Colour Society, who paints before eight 
pupils daily, at a guinea an hour, keeping his own drawings for him- 
self. 

All these persons, as the most indifferent r^der must see^ equally 
belong to the tribe of Artists (the last not more than the hrst), and 
in an article like this should be mentioned properly. But though 
this paper has been extended from eight pages to sixteen, not a 
volume would suffice to do justice to the biographies' of the persons 
above mentioned. Think of the superb Sepio, in a light-blue satin 
cravat, and a light-brown coat, and yellow kids, tripping daintily 
from Grosvenor Square to Gloucester Place, a small sugar-loaf boy 
following, who carries his morocco portfolio. Sepio scents his hand- 
kerchief, curls his hair, and wears, on a great coarse hst a large 
emerald ring that one of his pupils gave him. He would not smoke 
a cigar for the world ; he is always to be found at the opera ; and, 
gods ! how he grins, and waggles his head about, as Lady Flummery 
nods to him from her box. 

He goes to at least six great partlejs in the season. At the houses 
where he teaches, he has a faint hope he is received as an equal, 
and propitiates scornful footmim by absurd dozn^ns of soverdgns. 
The rogue has plenty, of them. He has a stock-p!|)ker, and a power 
of guinea-lessons stowed away in the Consols. There are a number 
of young ladies of genius in the aristocracy, who admire him hugely ; 
he begs you to contradict the report about him and Lady Smigsmag; 
eyeiy now and then he gets a "present of game from a marquis ; the 
City ladies die to have lessons of him ; he prances ‘about the Park on 
a high-bred cock-mil, with lacqueted ^ots and enormbios lugh heels ; 
and he has a motht^ and sisters somewhere-r^washarf it is said, 
tnPImhco.^ . 

How diderent is his fate to fhat of poor Rubbery^; the school 
drawing-mastbr 1 Highg^te, Honterton, Putnei^ Hackney^ Ho 
Tumham Green, are his resorts ; beh£» a select seminaiiy to attend 
at every one of these places ; and. if^ from all these nurseri^ of yeuth^ 
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he obtains a sufficient number of half-crowns tb pay his week’s bills, 
what a happy man is he ! 

He lives most likely in a third floor in Howland Street, and has 
commonly five children, who have all a mar\'ellou5 talent for drawinj; 
— ^all save one, perhaps, that is an idiot, which a poor, sick mollier is 
ever carefully tending. Sepio’s great aim and battle in life is to be 
considered one of the aristocracy ; honest Rubbery would fain be 
thought a gentleman, too ; but, indeed, he does not know whether he 
is so or not. Why be a gentleman ?— a gentleman Artist does not 
obtain the wages of a tailor ; Rubber>''s butcher looks down upon 
him with a royal scorn ; and his wife, poor gentle soul (a clergyman’s 
daughter, who married him in the firm belief that her John would be 
knighted, and make an immense fortune), — his wife, 1 say, has many 
fierce looks to suffer from Mrs. Butcher, and many meek excuses or 
prayers to proffer, when she cannot pay her bill, — or when, worst of 
all, she has humbly to beg for a little scrap of meat upon credit, 
against John’s coming home. He has five-and- twenty miles to walk 
that day, and must have something nourishing when he conies in— 
he is killing himself, poor fellow, she knows he is : and Miss Click 
has promised to pay him his quarter's charge on the very next 
Saturday, Gentlefolks, indeed/ says Mrs. Butcher ; pretty gentle- 
folks these, as can't pay for half-a-pound of steak ! ” Let u« thank 
heaven that the Artist's wife has her meat, however,— there is good in 
that shrill, fat, mottle-faccd Mrs. Brisket, after all. 

Think of the labours of that poor Rubbery. He was up at four 
in the morning, smd toiled till'liine upon a huge damp icy lithograpliic 
stone; on which he has drawn the *‘Star of the Wave," or the 
‘‘Queen of the iFqunwy," or, “She met at Almack's,” for Lady 
Flummery’s last hew song. This done, at half-past nine, he is to be 
seen striding across Kensington Gardens, to wait, upon the before- 
named Miss, at Lament House. Transport yourself in 

imagination to Jthe .Misses, Kittle’s seminary, Potzdam Villa, Upper 
Homerton, fpur miles from Shoreditch ; arid at half-past two, Pro- 
fessor Rubbery is to be seen swinging along towards the gate. Some- 
body is on the looferout: for him ; indeed it is his eldest daughter, 
Marianne, who has, pacing the shrubbery, and peering over the 
green railings this' half hour past She is with the Misses Klulc on 
the “mutual system,** jsl thousand times more despised than the 
butchei^ and the grocers’ daughters, who are Vacated bn the same 
tenns^ and whose papas am warm men in Aldgate. Wednesday is the 
happiest day of Marianne’s week ; and this the happiest hour of 
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Wednesday. Behold ! Professor Rubbery wipes his hot brows and 
kisses the poor thing, and they go in together out of the rain, and he 
tells her that the twins are well out of the measles, thank God ! and 
that Tom has just done the Antinous, in a way that must make him 
sure of the Academy prize, and that mother is betterof her rheumatism 
now. He has brought her a letter, in large round-hand, from Polly ; 
a famous soldier, drawn by little Frank ; and when, after his two 



hours’ lesson, Rubbery is off again, our dear Marianne cons over 
the letter and picture a hundred times with soft tearful smiles, and 
stowi^^^them away in an old writing*deslc^ amulst a heap more of 
precious home relies, wretched trumpery scraps .and baubles, that 
you and I, Madam, would sneer at ; but that in the poor child’s 
.eyes (and, 1 think, in the eyes of One who knows how to/ value 
widows’ mites and humble sinners' offerings) are better than bank- 
notes and. Pitt diamonds. O kind heaven, that has given these 
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treasures to the poor ! Many and many an hour does Marianne 
lie awake with full eyes, and yearn for that wretched old lodging: in 
Howland Street, where mother and brothers lie sleeping ; and, gods ! 

what a fete it is, when twice or thrice in the year she comes home ! 

« # « * • 

I forget how many hundred millions of miles, for how many bil- 
lions of centuries, how many thousands of decillions of angels, peris, 
houris, demons, afreets, and the like, Mahomet travelled, lived, and 
counted, during the time that some water was falling from a bucket 
to the ground ; but have we not been wandering most egregiously 
away from Rubbery, during the minute in which his daughter is 
changing his shoes, and taking off his reeking mackintosh in the hall 
of Potzdam Villa ? She thinks him the finest artist that ever cut an 
II. B. ; that*s positive : and as a drawing-master, his merits arc won- 
derful; for at the Misses Kittle’s annual vacation festiw*, when the 
young ladies’ drawings are exhibited to their mammas and relatives 
(Rubbery attending in a clean shirt, with his wife’s large brooch stuck 
in it, and drinking negus along with the very best) ; — ^at the annual 
festival, I say, it will be found that the sixty-four drawings exhibited-*- 
‘‘ Tintem Abbey,” Kenilworth Castle,” Horse— from Carl Vernci,” 
‘‘ Head— from West,” or what not (say sixteen of each stirt)— arc the 
one exactly as good as the other; so that, although Miss Slamcoe 
gets the prize, there is really no reason why Miss Tinison, who is only 
four years old, should not have it ; her design being acctirately stroke 
for stroke, tree for tree, curl for curl, the same as Miss Slamcoc’s, who 
is eighteen. The fact, is, that of these drawings, Rubbery, in the 
course of the year, has done evei7 single stroke, although the girls and 
their parents are ready to tahe their affidavits (or, as I heard once a 
great female grammarian say, their affies davit) tliat the drawing- 
master has never been near the sketches. This is the way with them ; 
but mark l<-^when youi^ ladies come home, are settled in life, and 
mammas of families,— can they design so much as a horse, or a dog, 
or a moo-cow,’’ for little Jack who bawls out for them ? Not they ! 
Rubbery’s pupils have no more notion of drawing, any more than 
Sepio’s of painting, when that eminent artist is kway. 

Between these two gentlemen, lie a whole class of teachers of 
drawing, who resemble them more or less. I am ashamed to' say 
that Rubbery takes his pipe in the parlour of an hotel, of which 
the largest room is devoted to the convenience of poor people, 
amateurs of British gin ; whilst Sepio trips down to the Club, and 
has a pint of the smallest claret : but of course the tastes of men 
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vary ; and you find them simple or presuming, careless or prudent,, 
natural and vulgar, or false and atrociously genteel, in all ranks and 
stations of life. 

As for the other persons mentioned at the beginning of this dis- 
course, viz. the cheap portrait-painter, the portrait-cutter in sticking- 
plaster, and Miss Crokc, the teacher of mezzotint and Poonah-paintlng, 
— nothing need be said of them in this place, as we have to speak of 
matters more important Only about Miss Croke, or about other 
professors of cheap art, let the reader most sedulously avoid them. 
Mezzotinto is a take-in, Poonah-painting a rank, villanous deception. 
So is Grecian art without brush or pencils.” These are only smalt 
mechanical contrivances, over which young ladies are made to lose 
time. And now, having disposed of these small skirmishers whO' 
hover round the great body of Artists, we are arrived in presence of 
the main force, that we must begin to attack in form. In the 
‘‘partition of the earth,” as it has been described by Schiller, the 
reader will remember that the poet, finding himself at the end of the 
general scramble without a single morsel of plunder, applied pas- 
sionately to Jove, who pitied the poor fellow’s condition, and com- 
plimented him with a seat in the Empyrean. “The strong and the 
cunning,” says Jupiter, “have seized upon the inheritance of the world,, 
whilst thou wert star-gazing and rhyming: not one single acre 
remains wherewith I can endow thee ; but, in revenge, if thou art 
disposed to visit me ixr my own heaven, come when thou wilt, it is 
s^vays open to thee.” 

The cunning and strong have scrambled and struggled more on 
our own little native spot of earth than in any other place on the 
world’s surface; and the English poet (whether he handles a pen or a 
pencil) has little other refuge than that windy, unsubstantial one which 
J ove has vouchsi&fed to him. Such aiiy board and lodging is, however, 
distasteful to many ; who prefer, therefore, to give up their poetical 
calling, and, in a vulgar beef-eating world, to feed upon.and fight for 
vulgar beef. 

For such persons (among the class of. painters), it hiay be asserted 
that porirait*>paintmg was invented. It is the , Artist’s compromise 
with heaven; “the light of common day^’Jn which^ after a certain 
quantity of “travel the East,” the genius -^es ^ last Abbd^ 
Barthdlemy (^ho sent Jeune Anacharsis travelling through Greece 
in the time of Plato,— ttavelllng through ancient Greece in lace rufiSes, 
red heels, and a pig^il},— Abpd. Bardidleiny, 1 say, ^clar^s that 
somebody was ofice standing ai^st a wall In the sun, and that 
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somebody else traced the outline of somebody's shadow ; and so 
painting was “invented.” Angelica Kauffmann has made a neat 
picture of this neat subject ; and very well worthy she was of handling 
it. Her painting might grow out of a wall and a piece of charcoal ; 
and honest Barthdlemy might be satisfied that he had here traced the 
true origin of the art. What a base pedigree have these abominable 
Greek, French, and High-Dutch heathens invented for that wliich is 
di\dne ! — a wall, ye gods, to be represented as the father of that 
which came down radiant from you ! The man who invented such a 
blasphemy, ought to be impaled upon broken bottles, or shot off 
pitilessly by spring-guns, nailed to the bricks like a dead owl or a 
weasel, or tied up— a kind of vulgar Prometheus— and baited for ever 
by the house-dog. 

But let not our indignation carry us too far. Lack of genius in 
some, of bread in others, of patronage in a shop-keeping world, that 
thinks only of the useful, and is little inclined to study the sublime, 
has turned thousands of persons calling themselves, and wishing to 
be, Artists, into so many common face-painters, who must look out 
for the “kalon^' in the, fat f^^turcs of a rcd-gilled Alderman, or, at 
best, in a pretty, simpering, white-necked beauty from “ Ahnack’s.'' 
The dangerous charms of these latter, especially, have seduced away 
many painters ; and we often think that this very physical superiority 
which English ladies possess, this tempting brilliancy of heaJtli and 
complexion, which belongs to them more than to any others, has 
operated upon our Artists as a sHlous disadvantage, and kept th<|p 
from better things. The French call such beauty beauts du 
Diable ; '' and a devilish power it has truly ; before our Annidas and 
Helens how many flinaldos Parises have fallen, who are content 
to forget their glorious calling, and slumber away their energies in 
the laps of these soft tempters. O ye British enchantresses ! 1 
never see a gilded annual-book, without likening it to a small island 
near Cape Pelorus, in Siefty, whither, by twanging of harps, singing 
of ravishing melodies, glahdng of voluptuous eyes, and the most 
beautiful fashionable undress in the, worid, the naughty sirens lured 
the passing seaman. Steer dear bf-them, ye Artists ! pull, pull for 
your livesj ye crews of Suffolk Street and the Water-Colour gallery ! 
stop your <^rs, bury your eyes, lie yourselves to the mast, and away 
with you from the gaudy, smiling " Books of Beauty.’' Land, and^ 
you are ruined ! Look well ambng'^^the flowed on yonder beach— it 
is whitened with the bones of painted. 

For my part, 1 never have a model under seventyi and her with 
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several shawls ai\d a cloak on. By these means the imagination gets 
fair play, and the morals remain unendangcred. 

Personalities are odious ; but let the British public look at the 
pictures of the celebrated Mr. Shalloon — ^tlie moral British public — 
and say whether our grandchildren (or the grandchildren of the 
exalted personages whom Mr. Shalloon paints) will not have a queer 
idea of the manners of their grandmammas, as they are represented 
in the most beautiful, dexterous, captivating water-colour drawings 
that ever were 1 Heavenly powers, how they simper and ogle ! with 
what gimcracks of lace, ribbons, feh*onni6res, smelling-bottles, and what 
not, is every one of them overloaded ! What shoulders, what ringlets, 
what funny little pug-dogs do they most of them exhibit to us ! The 
days of Lancrct and Watteau are lived over again, and the court 
ladies of the time of Queen Victoria look as moral as the immaculate 
countesses of the days of Louis Quinze. The last President of the 
Royal Academy* is answerable for many sins, and many imitators ; 
especially for that gay, simpering, meretricious look which he managed 
to give to every lady who sat to him for her portrait ; and I do not 
know a more curious contrast than that which may be perceived by 
any one who will examine a collection of his portraits by the side of 
some by Sir Joshua Reynolds. They seem to have painted different 
races of people ; and when one hears very old gentlemen talking of 
the superior beauty that existed in their early days (as very old 
gentlemen, from Nestor downwari^ have and will), one is inclined to 
b#cve that there is some truth m what they say ; at least, that the 
men and women under George the Third were far superior to their 
descendants in the time of George the Fourth. Whither has it fled — 
that calm matronly grace, or beautiful virgin innocence, which 
belonged to the happy women who sat to Sir Joshua ? Sir Thomas’s 
ladies are ogling out of their gilt frames, and asking us for admiration ; 
Sir Joshua’s sit quiet, in maiden meditation fancy free, not anxious for 
applause, but sure to command it ; a thousand times more lovely in 
their sedate serenity than Sir Thomas’s ladies in their smiles, and 
their satin ball-dresses. 

But this is not the general notion, and the ladies prefer the manner 
of the modern Artist Of course, such being the cas^ the painters 
must follow the fashiem. One could point out half-a-dozen Artists 
who, at Sir Thomas’s death; have seized upon a shred of his somewhat 
tawdry mantle. There is Carmine, for instance, a man of no small 
repute^ who will stand as the representative of his class. 

* Sir Thomas Lawrence. 
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Carmine has had the usual education of a painter in this country ; 
he can read and write — that is, has spent years drawing the figure — 
and has made his foreign tour. Jt may be that he had original talent 
once, but he has learned to forget this, as the great bar to his success ; 
and must imitate, in order to live. He is among Artists what a 
dentist is among surgeons— a man who is employed to decorate the 
human head, and who is paid enormously for so doing. You know 
one of Carmine’s beauties at any exhibition, and see the process by 
which they are manufactured* He lengthens the noses, widens the 
foreheads, opens the eyes, and gives them the proper languishing leer ; 
diminishes the mouth, and infallibly tips the ends of it with a pretty 
smile of his favourite colour. He is a personable, white-handed, 
bald-headed, middle-aged man now, witli that grave blandncss of look 
which one sees in so many prosperous empty-headed people. He has 
a collection of little stories and court gossip about Lady This, and 
my particular friend, Lord So-and-so,” which he lets otT in succession 
to every sitter : indeed, a most bland, irreproachable, gentleman-like 
man. He gives most patronizing advice to young Artists and makes 
a point of praising all— not certainly too much, but in a gentleman- 
like, indifferent, simpering way. 'I'his should be the maxim with 
prosperous persons, who have had to make their way, and wish to 
keep what they have made. They praise everybody, and aie cniled 
good-natured, benevolent men. Surely no benevolence is so easy ; it 
simply consists in lying, and smiling, and wMshing everybody well. 
You will get to do so quite naturally at last^ and at no expense 
truth. At first, when a man has feelings of his own— feelings of love 
or of anger — this perpetual grin and good-humour is hard to maintain. 
I used to imagine, when I first knew Carmine, that there were some 
particular springs in his wig (that glossy, oily, curl crop of chestnut 
hair) that pulled up his features into a smile, and kept the muscles so 
fixed for the day. I don’t think so now, and should say he grinned, 
even when he was asleep and his teeth were out j the smile does not 
lie in the manufacture of the wig, but in the construction of the brain. 
Claude Carmine has the organ of dorlt-^are-a-damn-aiivemss wonder- 
fully developed ; not that reckless don’t-care-a-damn-ativencss which 
leads a man to disregard all the world, and himself into the bargain. 
Claude stops before he comes to himself; but beyond that individual 
member of the Royal Academy, h^not a single sympathy for a single 
human creature. The account of his friends’ deaths, woes, mis- 
fortunes, or good luck, he receives with equal good- nature ; he gives 
three splendid dinners per annum, Gunter, Dukes, Fortnum and 
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Mason^ everything ; he dines out the other three hundred and sixty- 
two days in the year, and was never known to give away a shilling, or 
to advance, for one half-hour, the forty pounds per quarter wages that 
he gives to Mr. Scumble, who works the backgrounds, limbs, and 
draperies .of his portraits. 

lie is not a good painter : how should he be ; whose painting as 
it were never goes beyond a whisper, and who would make a general 
simpering as he looked at an advancing cannon-ball? — but he is not 
a bad painter, being a keen, respectable man of the world^ who has a 
cool head, and knows what is what. In FVance, where tigerism used 
to be the fashion among the painters, I make no doubt Carmine 
would have let his beard and wig grow, and looked the fiercest of the 
fierce ; but with us a man must be genteel ; the perfection of style 
(in writing and in drawing-rooms) being ne,pas en avoir^^ Carmine 
of course is agreeably vapid. His conversation has accordingly the 
flavour and briskness of a clear, brilliant, stale bottle of soda-water, — 
once in live minutes or so, you see rising up to the surface a little 
bubble — a little tiny shining point of wit, — it rises and explodes 
feebly, and then dies. With regard to wit, people of fashion (as we 
arc given to understand) are satisfied with a mere soupqoii of it. 
Anything more were indecorous; a genteel stomach could not bear 
it : Carmine knows tire exact proportions of the dose, and would 
not venture to administer to his sitters anything beyond the requisite 
quantity. 

There is a great deal more said here about Caraiine— the man, 
than Carmine— the Artist ; j||||t what can: be written about the latter? 
New kidies in white satin, new Cenerafs in red, new Peers in scarlet 
and ennine, and stout Members of Parliament pointing to inkstands 
and sheets of letter-paper, with a Turkey-carpet beneath them, a red 
curtain above them, a Doric pillar supporting them, and a tremendous 
storm of thunder and lightning lowering and flashing in the back- 
ground, spring up every year, and take their due positions “ upon the 
line” in the Academy, and send their compliments of hundreds to 
swell Carmine’s heap of Consols. If 1 ^ paihts>, 1 Lady Flianmery for 
the tenth time, in tW character of the tenth Muse^fwhat need have we 
to say anything about it? The maq is a good workman, and will 
manufacture a decent article at the bcst;^iice; but we should no more 
think of noticing each, than of wri^g fresh criti(][ues upon every new 
coat that Nugee or Stultz turned out. The papers say, in reference to 
his picture “ No. 591. Full-length portrait of her Grace the Duchess 
of Doldrum. Carmine, Mr. Carmine never fails ; this work,, 
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like all others by the same artist, is excellent or, ‘‘No. 591, &c. 
The lovely Duchess of Doldrum has received from Mr. Carmine’s 
pencil ample justice ; the chiaf* oscuro of the picture is perfect ; the 
likeness admirable; the keeping and colouring have the true Tit ian- 
esque gfusto ; if we might hint a feult, it has the left car of the Inp-dog 
a ‘ little * out of drawing ” 

Then, perhaps, comes a criticism which says " The Duchess of 
Doldriim’s picture by Mr. Carmine is neither better nor worse than 
five hundred other performances of the same artist. It would be very 
unjust to say that these portraits arc bad, for they have really a con- 
siderable cleverness ; but to say that they were good, would be ({iiite 
as false; nothing in our eyes was ever further from being .so. ICvery 
ten years Mr. Carmine exhibits what is called an original picture of 
three inches square, but bey^ond this, nothing original is to be found in 
him : as a lad, he copied Reynolds, then Opic, then Lawrence ; then 
having made a sort of style of his own, he has. copied him.self ever 
since,” &c. 

And then the critic goes on to consider the various* parts of Car- 
mine’s pictures. In speaking of critics, their peculiar relationship 
with painters ouglit not to be forgotten ; and as in a former paper we 
have seen how a fashionable authoress has her critical toadies, in like 
manner has the painter his enemies and friends in the press ; with 
this difference, probably, that the writer can bear a fair quantity of 
abuse without wincing, while the artist not uncommonly grows mad 
at such strictures, considers them as personal matters, inspired by a 
private feeling of hostility, and hates the critic for life who has ventured 
to question his judgment in, any way. We have said before, poor 
Academicians, for how many conspiracies are you made to answer ! 
We may add now, poor critics, what black personal animosities arc dis- 
covered for you, when you happen (right or wrong, but according to 
your best ideas) to speak the truth ! Say that Snooks*s picture is badly 
coloured, — “ O heavens ! shrieks Snooksj "what can I have done 10 
offend this fellow?” Hint that such a figure is badly drawn— and 
Snooks instantly declares you to be his personal enemy, actuated only 
by envy and vile piqtie. My friend Pebbler, himself a famous Artist, 
is of opinion that the critic should ttafer abuse the painter's perform- 
ances, because, says he, the painter knows much better than any one 
else what his own faults are, "and because you never do him any good. 
Are men of the brush so obstinate P—very likely: but the public 
— the public ? are we not to do our duty by it too ; and, aided by our 
superior knowledge and getdus for the fine arts, point out to it the way 
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it should go ? Yes, surely ; and as by the efforts of dull or interested 
critics many bad painters have been palmed off upon the nation as 
geniuses of the first degree ; in like manner, the sagacious and disin-'^^^ 
terested (like some we could name) have endeavoured to provide thr/ 
British nation with pure principles of taste, — or at least, to prevent them 
from adopting such as are impure. 

Carmine, to be sure, comes in for very little abuse ; and, indeefi, he 
deserves but little. He is a fashionable painter, and preserves- t).-- 
golden mediocrity which is necessary for the fashion. Let us bid him 
good-bye. He lives in a house all to himself, most likely,— has a fc 
man, sometimes a carriage ; is apt to belong to the “ Athenieum ; ” . . . i 
dies universally respected ; that is, not one single soul cares for h\‘.n 
dead, as he, living, did not care for one single soul. 

Then, perhaps, we should mention M*Gilp, or Blather, rising 
young men, who will fill Carmine's place one of these days, and 

occupy his house in , when the fulness of time shall come, aih^ 

(he borne to a narrow grave in the Harrow Road by the whole 
mourning Royal Academy,) they shall leave their present first floor irt 
Newman Street, and step into his very house and shoes. 

There is little difference between the juniors and the seniors ; 
they grin when they are talking of him together, and express a perfect 
confidence that they can paint a head against Carmine any day— as 
very likely they can. But until his demise, they are occupied with 
painting people about the Regent's Park and Russell Square ; ;tre 
very "lad to have the chance of a popular clergyman, or a college 
tutor, or a mayor of Stoke Poges ^tcr the Reform Bill. Such 
characters are commonly mezzotinted afterwards ; and the portrait of 
our esteemed townsman So-and-so, by that talented artist Mr. M^Gilp, 
of London, is favourably noticed by the provincial press, and is to be 
found over the sideboards of many country gentlemen. If they come 
up to town^ to whom do they go ? To APGilp, to be sure ; and thus, 
slowly, his practice and his prices increase. 

The Academy student is a personage that should not be omitted 
here ; he resembles very much, outwardly, the medical student, and 
has many of the latter's habits and plea^res. He very often wears 
a broad-brimmnd hat and a fine dirty crimson velvet waistcoat, his 
hair commonly grows long, and he has braiding to his pantaloons. 
He works leisurely at the Academy, he loves theatres, billiards, and 
novels, and has his house^of-call somewhere in the neighbourhood 
of St. Martin's Lane, where he and his brethren meet and sneer at 
Royal Academicians. If you ask him what line of art he pursues. 
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Ke ar. we. > a smile exceedingly supercilious, “Sir, 1 am an 
Iusio.icclI paiiiier ;" meaning that he will only condescend to take 
sjihtfccts froip. Hume, or Robertson, or front the classics— which he 
knt'ws nothing about. This stage of an historical painter is only 
!;r.p;jifntorv, lasting perhaps from eighteen to live»and-twenty, when 
*»c :,cii tit man's madness begins to disappear, and he comes to look 
.'t, iiK vUrnJy in the face, and to learn that man shall not live by 
painting alone. Then our friend falls to portrait-painting, 
t)i painting, or makes some other such sad compromise with 

‘ has probably a small patrimony, which defrays the charge of 
uclies and cheap pleasures during his period of a))prenticeship. 

: * makes the odi/j^d tour to France and Italy, and returns from those 
^wn'siifcs with a multitude of spoiled canvases, and a large pair of 
laches, with which he establishes himself in one of the dingy 
strouls of Soho before mentioned. There is poor Tipson, a man of 
indomitable patience, and undying enthusiasm for his profession. He 
cwalcl paper Exeter Hall with his. studies from the life, and with 
pviirt rails in chalk and oil of French sapntrs and It. lian brigands, 
that kindly i}^sccnd from their mountain-caverns, and <piit tlicir 
murderous occupations, in order to sit to young gcnilcmen at Rome, 
at the rate of tenpcnce an hour. Pipson returns from abroad, 
establishes himself, has his cards printed, and waits and wails for 
commissions for greit historical pictures. Meanwhile, night after 
night, he is to be found at his old place in the Academy, copying the 
old life-guardsman— working, working away— and never advancing 
one jot. At eighteen, Pipson copied statues and life-guardsmen to 
admiration ; at five-and-thirty he can make adnurable drawings ol 
life-guardsmen and statues. Beyond this he never goes ; year .after 
year his historical picture is returned to him by the envious Acade- 
micians, and he grows old, and his little patrimony is long since 
spent ; and he earns nothing himself. How docs he support hope 
and life ?— that is the wonder. No one knows until he tries (which 
God forbid he should !) upon what a small matter hope and life can 
be supported. Our poor fellow lives on from year to year in a 
'miraculous way; tolerably cheerful in the midst of his scmi-slarva- 
tion, and wonderfully confident about next year, in spite of the 
failures of the last twenty-five. Let us thank God for imparting to 
vts; poor weak mortals, the inestimable blessing of vam'fy. How 
'many h^lf-witted votaries of the arts— poets, painters, actors, musi- 
ciaio^live upon this food, and scarcely any other i If the delusion 
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were to drop from Pipson’s eyes^ and he should see himself as 
he is»— if some malevolent genius were to mingle with his feeble 
brains one fatal particle of common sense^^he would just walk off 
Waterloo Bridge, and abjure poverty, incapacity, cold lodgings, 
>ttApatd baker’s bills, ragged elbows, and deferred hopes, at once and 
for ever. 

We do not mean to depreciate tbe profession of historical painting, 
but simply to warn youth against it as dangerous and unprofitable. 
It is as if a young fellow shquld say, 1 will be a RafOsielle or a Titian, 
— a Milton or a Shakspeare:,’’ and if lie .will coimt up how many 
people have lived since the world beg^, and. how many there have 
been of the Raffaelle or Shakspeare sorf^ he can calculate to a nicety 
what are the chances in his ^vour; Even successful . historical 
.painters, what are they?— in a worldly point of view, they mostly 
inhabit the second door, or h^ve great desokte studios in back 
premises, whither life-guardsmen, old-clothesmen, blackamoors, and 
other ** properties’’ ard conducted to figure at full length as Roman 
conquerors, Jewish high-priests, or Othellos on canvas. Then there 
are gay, smart, water-colour painters,— a fiourishing aiui pleasant 
trade. Then there are shabby, fierce-lopking geniuses, in ringlets, 
and all but rags, who paint, and whose pictures are never sold, and 
who vow they are the objects of some general and scoundrelly con- 
spiracy. There are landscape-paint^ers, who , travel to the uttcmost 
ends of the earth and brave beat and coU^ to bring tQ.^the greedy 
British public views of Cairo, Calcutta, St Petmburfe 
You see English artists under the shadow of making 

sketches of the Copts, perched, on^e^l^ja ^ wome^ri^ accom- 
panying a caravan across the dese^'or^£|t(pg nkteri^ 
in Iceland or Siberlfb;^ iVliat do not they all 

exhibit— these men, |prQfessiQn,.m wi^ Country of nurs, is 

scarcely considered as Ub|^t f 

If we read the wotk$ of fte Reverend Dr. Lempriere, Monsieiv 
Winckelmaim, Brofessor Plato,i'aiid Whi^.,.have written cop^v 
earning the musty old Greciait^' wp slmb l^d ^t the ^fsts of those 
barbarous times meddled wijCh^!sotts pf trades own, and 

politics, music, and ^ deuce 

used to go aWt giving lectoW to. Socrates by na^, 

declared that the wisc^ of men in bis toe were artSlats. This 
befoi:e mentioned. Went through a regidar course of towing, i^g^e and 
landscape, black-lead, chalk, with or Without stump, siq>ia, water<oloar. 
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and oih. Was there ever such absurdityr known ? Among these be- 
nighted heathens, painters were the most accomplished gentlemen,— 
and the most accomplished gentlemen were painters ; the former would 
make you a speech, or- read you a dissertation on Kant, or lead you a 
regiment,— with the very best statesman, philosopher, or soldier in 
Athens, And they had the folly to say, that by thus busying and 
^icGomplishing themselves in all manly studies, they were advancing 
eminently in their own peculiar one. What was the consequence? 
Why, that fellow Socrates not only made a miserable fifth -rate sculptor, 
but was actually hanged for treason. 

And serve him right. 'Do our‘ young artists study anything 
beyond the proper way of cutting a pencil, or drawing a model ? Do 
you hear of //t^m hard at work over books, and bothering their brains 
with musty learning? Not they, forsooth : we understand the 
doctrine of division of labour, and each man sticks to his trade. 
Artists do not meddle with the pursuits of the rest of the world ; and, 
m revenge, the rest of the world does not, meddle with Artists. Fancy 
an Artist being a senior wrangler or a politician; and on the other 
hand, fancy a real gentleman turned painter! No, no; ranks arc 
defined. A real gentleman may get money by the law, or by wearing 
a red coat and fighting, or a black one and preaching ; but that he 
should sell him^lf to Arf-^iorhid it, heaven ! And do not let yoin* 
ladyship on reading tliis cry, Stuff!— stupid envy, rank republicanism, 
—an artist jfs a gentleman.” Madam, would you like to see your son, 
tlie Honourable Fitzroy Pfentagenct, a painter? You would die 
sooner ; the escutcheon of the Smigsmdgs would be blotted for ever, 
if Plantagenct ever ventui:^' to make a mercantile use of a bladder of 
paint. ^ ‘ 

Time was — some hmidr^'years back— when writers lived in drub 
Street, and poor ragged' Johnson s^ink behind a screen in Cave’s 
parlour — that the authdris ^de was considered a very mean one ; 
which a gentleman of .family could hot take up but as an amateur. 
This absurdity is' prclCy nearly worn out now, and I, do humbly hope 
and pray for the day when the othef 'iball likewise disappear. If there 
be any nobleman with a talent|gdia)^;j|ay, why— why don*t we see him 
among the R.A.^s ? ^ ^ \X 

^ 1 . The Schoofmastor.' Skd:clil Bnlnir lleniy, Lord, S.A, 

n taken abroad . . . . J flfJAt’ uVu/u^m} InstUutf of France. 

Mactnkey, Kight lIpnourabJc T. 1}. 

dcnce at \\ indsor . .J 

Z 
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503. Murder of tlic Uiibcs in the \ Rustle, Lord J. 

Tower . . . . i Till, Right Honourable Sir Kobcil. 

504. A little Agitation . . O’Carrol, Daniel, M.R. LA. 

Fancy, J say, such names as these figuring in the catalogue of the 
Academy : and why should they not ? The real glorious days . of 
the art (which wants equality and not patronage) will revive then. Pat- 
ronage — a plague on the word ! — it imj>lies inferiority ; and in the 
name of all that is sensible, why is a respectable country gentleman, 
or a city attorney’s lady, or any person of any rank, however exalted, 
to “ patronize” an Artist ! 

There are some who sigh for the past times, .when magnificent, 
swaggering Peter Paul Rubens (who himself patronized a queen) 
rode abroad with a score of gentlemen in his train, and a purse-bearer 
to scatter ducats ; and w'ho love to think how he was made an 
English knight and a Spanish grandee, and went of embassies as if 
he had been a born marquis. Sweet it is to, remember, too, that Sir 
Antony Vandyck, K.B., actually married out of the peerage : and that 
when Titian dropped his mahlstick, the Emperor Charles V* picked it 
up (O gods ! what heroic self-devotion) — picked it up, saying, I can 
make fifty dukes, but not one* Titian.” Nay, was not the Pope of 
Rome going to make Raffaelle a Cardinal, — and were liot these 
golden days ? , ‘ « 

Let us say at once, “No.” The very fuss made about certain 
painters in the si.xteenth and seventeenth centuries shows that the 
body of artists had n6 rank or position in the world. They hung 
upon single patrons : and every man who holds his place by such a 
tenure, must feel himself ap .inferior, more or less. The times arc 
changing now, and as authors are no longer compelled to send their 
works abroad under the guardianship of a great man and a slavish 
dedication, painters, too, are beginning to deal directly with the public. 
Who are the great picture-buyers now?— the engravers and their 
employers, the people,— ‘ the only source of legitimate power,” as they 
say after dinner, A fig then for Cardinals’ hats 1 were Mr. O’Connell 
in power to-morrow, let us hope he would not give one, not even a 
paltry bishopric ift partibus^ to the best painter in the Academy. What 
need have they of honours out of the profession ? Why are they to 
be be-knighted like a parcel of aldermen ?— for my part, 1 solemnly 
declare, that I will take nothing under a peerage, after the e.\hibition 
of my great picture, and don’t see, if painters must have titles con- 
ferred upon them for eminent services, why the Marquis of Mulready 
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or the Ear] of Landseer should not sit in the House as well ns any Ia\'. 
or soldier lord. 

'Hie truth to be elicited from this little dijjrcssive disserlation i* 
this painful one,— that young Artists are not generally as well in 
stnicted as they should he ; and let the Royal Academy look to it, 
and give some sound courses of lectures to their pupils on literature 
and histo£*y, as well as on anatomy, or light and shade. 


niE END. 
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